








They needed an 
undercover agent 
in Hong Kong — 
and nobody is 
better under 
the covers 
than Eve Drum, g . 
the world’s 4 
sexiest spy. A 
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EVE WAS NO LADY 


I watched the stars from the ship’s deck and felt his breath 
on the back of my neck. My breasts were hard as stone, the 
dark brown points rigid. I looked down at them, then at 
Hoskins, the man that D.R.A.G.O.N. had assigned to assas- 
sinate the President. His eyes were open; he was making little 
movements with his mouth. : 

I leaned toward him, offering him my left breast. “‘Kiss it,” 
I told him, 

I drew his flushed face between my mounds and caressed 
him with their inner surfaces. Then I pushed him back and 
began running my hands over my breasts, letting him see 
what I was doing. Joey-boy was panting like a dog on a hot 
August day. 

I told myself this foreplay frolic had to have an end. After 
all, how long did the tease torture go on? How did I write 
finish to Mr. Joey Hoskins? The ship’s rail seemed like a 
good idea. 

“We can see the stars better from the railing,” I sighed. 
He wound his thick-muscled arm about my waist and moved 
me to the edge of the deck. We stood staring at the stars for 
a moment, silently. The wind over the Pacific was cold. I 
shivered and looked down at the swirling waters where the 
stars were reflected dimly. 

I put a hand on the rail. I turned to Joey-boy. 

“What do you want to do now?” I whispered. 

“This, you bitch!” 

He shoved something down between my breasts. Then his 
hands seized me. He lifted me and pushed me over the railing. 
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Prologue 


Lucy Chang was naked under her silken cheongsam, 

The touch of the golden silk against her thick brown 
nipples was sensually exciting, but not so exciting as the 
thought that this evening she was to earn a hundred 
American dollars. Money meant a lot to Lucy Chang, 

*more than the sweet Bohea tea which she would drink, 
more than the exciting caresses which would be lavished 
upon her creamy body by rich old Ling Pao. 

She and two other girls from the Golden Lion ballroom 
had been hired to appear. here at this great villa on The 
Peak, perhaps the most exclusive residential section in all 
Hong Kong, and to make love with three rich Chinese 
merchants. Lucy enjoyed these visits to the mansion of 
Tzu Hsi. Tz’u Hsi was a generous host, and he and his 
friends paid well for their amusments. Lucy Chang was 
in love with money. 

The Poppy had already gone on ahead. Lucy thought - 
she might be dancing, for it gave the lithe Chinese girl 
much pleasure to display her body; and she was expert 
in many dances, both ritual and erotic. She herself was 
lingering in these gardens with the moon bridges and the 
splashing fountains because she knew old Ling Pao was 
watching her every move, and because he was very 
generous to his favorite hsin-kan, his darling one. 

Katya Kuchin, the Mongol, was still exchanging pleas- 
antries with pretty K’u-hsien, the gate-girl of these sum- 
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mer gardens. Lucy did not know Katya Kuchin too well. 
Katya was a newcomer to the ballroom on Nathan Street, 
and Lucy had never been on a pleasure party with her 
before. : 

Lucy Chang was a Eurasian, daughter of a Hong Kong 
contractor and a Portugese woman from Macao. From 
her father she had acquired her love for money and the 
things it might buy; from her mother, the thick glossy 
black hair and creamy skin, the brilliant dark eyes with 
their long lashes, and an opulence of body that made her 
a beautiful woman. The tint of the Orient was in that 
skin and in the faint slant of her expressive eyes. From 
both parents she had acquired a liking for the delights of 
the flesh. : 

She began her little waddle-walk along a pathway, hear- 
ing a gasp from the stone grillwork where old Ling Pao 
crouched, staring at the plump buttocks shaking to every 
step she took, rubbing his wrinkled hands together, en- 
visioning what he was going to do with her this night. 

Lucy thought about old Ling Pao, who paid her a 
little extra money for the privilege of seeing her squat 
over the earthenware pot just before she made her. ap- 
pearance in front of the others. Lucy Chang giggled. Men 
-were such ridiculous creatures! Imagine paying money 
for watching such a natural function. Ling Pao was so 
old, she guessed it was about all he could do was watch. 
And the five Hong Kong dollars he paid her for the 
privilege went, like all the other monies she earned, into 
the Victoria City bank, where she had her private ac- 
count. 

There was K’ang Hu, who was not so old as Ling Pao, 
who considered himself quite the boy when it came to 
making love. He was gentle and considerate. Not as 
young as. he once was, he took longer to be aroused, . 
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‘spending his time in fondling, kissing and caressing his 
woman for the night. Lucy Chang sighed. She did not 
mind K’ang Hu. He was something of an old dear. 

It was the younger, harder, Tz’u Hsi who frightened 
Lucy Chang. For some reason Tz’u Hsi was brutal when 
it came to thrusting himself at her soft flesh, as if there 
were a legendary dog of Fo inside his vitals, gnawing 
away. She did not think Tz’u Hsi would choose her this 
night for the wind and moon game, since there was a 
new girl in the Golden Lion ballroom who had come with 
them in the antique Rolls Royce that had picked them 
up on Nathan Road. Tz’u Hsi always chose the newest 
girl, without fail. 

She paused beside the stone fountain that shot colored 
waters high into the air, listening to the splashing sounds, 
admiring the play of lights. A high stone wall surrounded 
the gardens, at one side of which was the villa home of _ 
Tzu Hsi; at the other was a summer house in the shape 
of a pagoda, of white marble with a red tile roof. It was 
in the large summer house, which contained several 
rooms, that the men would meet the ballroom girls. 

The spring air was warm, filled with the sound of 
stringed instruments, the pi-pa and the yung-kum. The 
musicians were hired to play music to which the girls 
could dance, and sometimes they acted as performers 
when the mood of the rich merchants demanded erotic 
tableaus for their enjoyment. Lucy Chang rather liked 
the musicians, who were young and virile, not at all like 
the three rich men. 

A footfall swung her around. The new girl was coming 
from the archway and along the path: She was a Mon- 
golian—or so she claimed—and had dusky’ features with 
slanted eyes and long black hair that hung below her 
shoulders. There was a devil light in her black eyes, 
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“They pay good, these men?” she wondered. : 

“A hundred American dollars,” Lucy Chang replied. 

The slanted black eyes widened. “For each girl? Five 
hundred seventy Hong Kong dollars?” She gave a little 
whistle with her soft red mouth, then grinned, slapping 
her mounded belly. “I give good show for that, you bet.” 

Lucy Cang watched her run on ahead, seeing her 
ankles flash a golden cream-from the black pajama suit 
she wore. Katya Kuchin was a wanton creature, Lucy 
Chang thought, somewhat elemental like the land of the 
blue sky from which she came. The hot buran wind was 
in her blood, the fermented mares’ milk of her people 
—airag—had given her the passion of a mink. 

She, Lucy Chang, was more reserved, yet just as pas- 
sionate. Katya was the savage, she herself was the civilized 
woman. She wondered idly how Tz’u Hsi would like the 
dark Mongol girl. 

Old Ling Pao was waiting for her in the shadows of the 
pagoda archway, chuckling, nodding his head, his slanted 
eyes gleeful with anticipation. A long Mandarin mustache 
railed down his chest on either side of his lips. In Red 
China, Ling Pao would not be permitted this decadent 
mustache, but here in Hong Kong he was free to indulge 
his old-fashioned ways. 

“Tt has been a long time,” he cackled, putting a hand 
on her back and running it down to her plump buttocks, 
which he stroked gently. 

Lucy Chang put her fingers under his beardless chin 
and tickled him with her long red fingernails, in time to 
the strumming of the pi-pa and the yung-sum. Old Ling 
Pao bent over, cackling laughter. 

Then she held her palm out, as if for payment. Ling 
Pao wiped his eyes, and nodded. He fumbled in his long 
Mandarin coat and lifted out an American dollar bill. 
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Lucy Chang smiled and nodded, taking it from him, fold- _ 
ing it carefully, then placing it inside the shoulder purse 
she always carried with her on these assignations. 

She moved past the doorway to the room where Tz’u 
Hsi and K’ang Hu were seated on thick cushions, watch- 
ing a naked girl dancing the forbidden Rites of the Con- 
cubine. Lucy rather imagined that the men knew the odd 
little game old Ling Pao played with her as a prelude to 
the evening, and were utterly indifferent to it. 

She caught a glimpse of Katya Kuchin glowering near 
a slender pillar, staring at the Chinese girl mincing through 
her dance. Lucy Chang smiled behind her hand. Katya 
was often angry when she was not the center of attention. 

Old Ling Pao was ahead of her, turning into the ac- 
commodations chamber. There was a bidet in the 
chamber, installed by Tz’u Hsi for a Frenchwoman who 
had been his concubine some years before. It was a 
gorgeous thing of white marble with gilded accoutre- 
ments, and Lucy Chang always felt a little guilty when 
she straddled it as Ling Pao knelt facing her. 

She watched him sink to his knees, eyes wide and 
glistening. Smiling faintly, Lucy Chang lifted the slit — 
skirt of her cheongsam, baring her full thighs and lower 
belly. It was as she edged over the bidet that the music 
stopped. 

She could hear K’ang Hu speaking quite clearly, for 
the accommodation chamber was separated from the 
large room only by a stonework grille. 

“Everything is prepared?” 

“As was planned by Peking,” said Tz’u Hsi. 

“Abhh! Then the American President- will die as did 
his predecessor, by the bullet of an assassin.” 

“But more cleverly, I trust. There must be no capture 
of the killer. It is why I have chosen so carefully. Three 
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men who need money desperately, each of them an ac- 
complished marksman, each a hired killer. Yes, I think 
we shall do very well.” 

“Tt is time that Red China struck a blow at the Im- 
perialists. High time, high time.” 

Lucy Chang could not breathe. Red China—through 
these agents in Hong Kong—were about to murder the 
President of the United States! Lucy Chang had no love 
for the United States, though she liked some individual 
Americans very much. But she knew -that the United 
States was a very rich country. And there must be some- 
body in the United States who would like to keep the 
President alive by— 

“Abhh, ahhh, ahhh,” old Ling Pao was gasping. 

Lucy Chang had no experience of urolagniasts other 
than Ling Pao. She could not have known that the old man, 
like so many others afflicted with this form of perversity, 
had hated his mother and had avenged himself for real 
or fancied wrongs by soiling her garments in his youth. 
Nor could she have known of the broad streak of maso- 
chism in his nature which made him subservient to all 
females, even those his money hired for his entertainment. 

She might have guessed from his conduct that he con- 
sidered himself unworthy to do more than watch her 
perform. Urolangiasts are solitary individuals, reticent, 
full of inferiority complexes. Basically insecure, they 
choose this method of showing the world they amount 
to nothing, that they are to be ignored and let alone, 
that they are not even valuable enough as a person in 
their own eyes to punish. 

“Tt is done,” she whispered down at the old man. 

He nodded, eyes still glistening, a trickle of spittle run- 
ning from the corner of his thin lips. Still with her 
cheongsam tucked up over her golden hips, she moved 
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forward off the bidet, holding out her hand to the aged 
Chinese. 

She assisted him to his feet, as she always did. He was 
gasping a little, his cheeks flushed and his eyes glazed with 
the pleasure of the senses. Lucy Chang wondered if he 
knew about the plan to kill the American President. 

Her mind was working at top speed as her solitary 
garment slipped down her hips and thighs and brushed 
across her high-heeled Western-style shoes. The Ameri- 
cans would pay a lot of money, maybe even a thousand 

’ American dollars, for news of such a coup. Her greed 
reeled with the thought. One thousand American dollars 
equaled fifty-seven thousand Hong Kong dollars. She 
would be a rich woman! 

She almost did not hear Ling Pao calling to her, beckon- 
ing with a claw-like hand. I must pull myself together. I 
must not show my feelings, she thought swiftly. I must 
behave as if I had heard nothing. She knew that old Ling 
Pao had been too wrapped up in staring at her to have 
heard the words Tz’u Hsi and K’ang Hu had spoken to 
one another, 

As she came into the large room with the old man, she 
did not look at the two other men. She made her features 
bland, expressionless. The naked girl was writhing on the 
floor now, performing the forbidden shu-yin-chu-yang, 
thighs spread wide like the petals of the lotus at the time 
of drinking in the sunlight, her hand hiding her private 
parts, but touching and fondling the flesh. 

Lucy Chang knew well enough that her people enjoyed 
a prolonged period of foreplay, of voyeuristic activity, 
before settling down to the wind and moon game. These 
three rich merchants were no exceptions. The girl on the 
floor, slapping it with her buttocks, was known to Lucy 
Chang only as The Poppy. She had seen her on other 
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knew her as an expert in this exhibitionistic titillation of 
the senses. : 

This period when the eyes were feasted upon the 
nakedness of female flesh was called ‘the sippings at the 
fragrant tea.’ The thighs rippling as they moved, the 
breasts bouncing and bobbling, the privacies revealed by 
the spread-eagled posture—all were a part of this most 
ancient dance of sing-song girls. 

The opium that Tz’u Hsi was smoking delicately in a 
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ceramic pipe aided his enjoyment of the dancing. In the © 


Orient, opium is an admitted aphrodisiac, its qualities as 
such having been known since ancient times, when it was 
prescribed as medicine. The smoking of the poppy leaf has 
been popular only since the seventeenth century. It was 
through opium that the British first acquired the island 
of Hong Kong and the Kowloon Peninsula. 

Lucy Chang knew that Tz’u Hsi was building a mighty 
lust through the opium fumes and the sight of The 
Poppy going through the Rites of the Concubine. Desire 
glittered in his eyes. His lips were parted, and he ap- 
peared to crouch upon his cushions as if he would throw 
himself upon the naked girl. Seated beside him, the fat 
merchant, K’ang Hu, was in a similar state of excitement. 

Lucy padded after Ling Pao, As the old man sprawled 
upon the many cushions provided for his frame, Lucy lay 
across his thighs so that her head hung down on one side 
of him, and her shapely legs on the other. The old man 
began to caress her body slowly as he fixed his hot eyes 
upon the nakedness of The Poppy. 

Lucy Chang could smell the opium fumes, tart and 
acrid. Her eyes were half closed as she let languor form 
in her flesh. The fingers tweaking her stiffened nipples 
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and running down her belly to her pubic mound added 
to the excitement bubbling in her veins as she con- 
templated how much money the wealthy Americans 
would pay to know about the three killers. 

. As if in a dream, she watched K’ang Hu beckon the 
sweating, exhausted Poppy to his side. The lithe yellow 
girl, her glossy black hair falling to below her buttocks, 
rose gracefully and moved toward the fat merchant. He 
ran his hand up her inner thigh, staring at his goal, then 
began to wriggle his fingers. 

“Hai-aaa!” breathed The Poppy, crouching with bent 
knees. : 

“Haaa-aaagh!” a voice cried in echo. 

The Mongolian girl was on the dance floor, lifting her 
black pajama jacket off over her mane of thick black 
hair. Her bare breasts shook to her movements, quivered 
proudly as if set on springs. Their nipples were very 
dark, almost black, and stood up an inch from the full 
globes that held them. Katya stood braced on widened 
legs, barely moving yet keeping her breasts bobbling by 
sheer muscular control. They shook steadily as if she 
were shimmying, yet nothing of her body except those 
firm big breasts was moving. 

Even Lucy Chang felt the primal appeal of the Mon- 
golian. There was an earthiness about her actions, about 
her body, that touched forgotten chords in all of them. 
Now her arms, covered with cheap bracelets, were at 
right angles to her body. Her arms began to vibrate so 
that the bracelets made a faint music. 

Slowly, her hips twisted, rotating sensually. 

The pajama trousers slid down, baring her navel. Tz’u 
Hsi rocked back and forth, moaning. Lucy Chang 
squirmed as she felt the old man probing between her 
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lose thighs. Kang Bi was torn berebet the naked | 
Poppy, who was posing for him in lewd contortions, and — 
the steppe dance which Katya was performing. 

The pajamas went down further, revealing a thick 
black fleece on Katya’s lower belly. Most Chinese call- 
girls were extremely careful about body hair, shaving 
and using depilatories every day. Katya was a primitive. 
Her pubic hair was a part of her body. It went where 
she went, heavy and bushy. 

The black silk trousers fell to her upper thighs, began 
sliding down those slabs of flesh. Katya let her head fall 
back so that her oily black hair dangled behind her. Now 
her hips thrust savagely, enticingly, at the onlookers. Tz’u 
Hsi was moaning louder, the opium pipe forgotten. 

Now the Mongol girl was nude, the pajama pooled at 
her feet. In the Western-style shoes, she seemed even 
more naked. All the while, her hips rotated, her belly 
thrust. She was enjoying the embraces of an invisible 
lover, she seemed to say with her flesh and with her half- 
veiled eyes. 

Tzu Hsi so far forgot his normal calm as to rise to his 
feet, licking his lips and staring at this descendant of an 
ancient foe. Lucy Chang wondered if he were seeing in 
this girl from the Lake Balkal country a female Geng 
Khan. 

“Come here,” he bellowed, pointing to the floor at his 
feet. 

Katya laughed harshly and moved forward slowly, 
step by step, pausing only to let her belly ripple to the 
huggings of her unseen lover. She must have seen the ef- 
fect her dance had upon this man who had hired her for 
the night. He was the yang principle—the male. She was 
the eternal yin—the female. All life in China is guided by 
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yin and yang. Katya and Tz’u Hsi were no exceptions. 
All they could think about was each other. 

When she was inches from his body, she halted. Her 
thighs widened. Her hips went wild. She was taking him, 
there before the others, though there was no connection 
between them. And Tz’u Hsi was sobbing as if indeed 
he were caught in her fleshy trap. 

Lucy Chang cried out softly. Old Ling Pao had dug 
his fingers deep into her soft flesh. For the first time since 
she had known him, he was hurting her. The pain was 
quite bearable, but at her protests, Ling Pao desisted. 

When Tz’u Hsi could stand no more, he stepped for- 
ward, opening his embroidered Mandarin coat. He drew 
her up against him, hissing savagely as he took her. The 
Mongol woman threw her dusky arms about his neck. She 
raised her dark thighs to clasp him in the grip known as 
“the bite of K’u-bsien niang,” the goddess of all carnal 
love. 

Holding Katya Kuchin firmly, Tz’u Hsi marched from 
the room toward the cubicle in his love temple where he 
and the girl would be alone to enjoy the fang shu, the 
bedroom techniques, each had mastered. 

K’ang Hu was lifting The Poppy in his arms, carrying 
her like a little child. K’ang Hu was a big man, once very 
muscular but now run to fat. The Poppy was so tiny, 
she was no burden at all. 

“Tt is now our turn,” cackled Ling Pao. 

Lucy slid off his thighs, bent to lift him to his feet. The 
sight of Katya dancing, of Tz’u Hsi’s mindless excite- 
ment, had stirred her own flesh. She wished it was Tz’u 
Hsi or K’ang Hu who had hired her. She was in the mood 
to be enjoyed as a woman, not to be slobbered over by an 
ancient and left to her own devices in the car which 
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would return her to her little apartment on Carnarvon 
Road. : 

Lucy Chang sighed. In her own way, she was some- 
thing of a philosopher. For money, she was ripe for any- 
thing. And so, gradually raising her golden silk garment 
upward, she padded ahead of the chuckling, gasping old 
man who tottered at her heels. 

First she let him see her shapely calves, then the backs 
of her knees, then the plumply curved thighs. For the 
last, just before she turned into the doorway which was 
the room of Ling Pao, she raised the cheongsam to the 
middle of her back, displaying her soft buttocks jiggling 
to her stride. Ling Pao liked to look. She was his favorite 
because she posed for him all the time. 

A thought touched Lucy Chang. Perhaps, by being 

very bold, she might learn from Ling Pao more details of 
the plan to kill the American President. She was a little 
fearful of this. She did not fear the old man, but Tz’u Hsi 
was suspected of having ordered people slain who knew 
too much about his activities. 
- She sat on the edge of the table very carefully, not 
disturbing the precious blue Yao-pien tea cups and the 
matching pitcher of boiling water placed here for their 
enjoyment. Her legs she drew upward, and after kicking 
off her shoes, rested her bare heels on the table edge. It 
was a wanton pose, one which she knew the old man 
would enjoy. 

Lucy Chang pouted. Old Ling Pao stared between her 
legs, then at her scowling face. He was torn between the 
desire to rush to her and her quite evident displeasure. 
Ling Pao was of the old school; he liked everything to be 
smooth and peaceful, like a lily pool at sunset. 

“What is bothering you, my pet?” he asked softly. 

“An American insulted me earlier this night. He told 
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me I was not worth a Hong Kong dollar,” she lied softly. 

The Chinese opened his slanted eyes wide. “I do not 
believe this, You are the fragrant flower whose perfume 
is enough to make men mad. You are a blend of the East 
and the West. In you, all is perfection.” 

Lucy Chang smiled. “I love you, dear old one. But I 
hate Americans, I wish I could visit some terrible calamity 
on them all!” 

Ling Pao cackled laughter, nodding. “You may get 
your wish sooner than you know.” 

He tossed a thick cushion beside the table. He knelt on 
it, placing both his hands on the inner thighs of the ball- 
room girl. He bent to kiss her flesh. Lucy Chang gasped 
as she felt his gentle caress. 

“You make me faint with pleasure,” she breathed. 

Ling Pao chuckled. “You shall know even greater 

_ pleasure in two weeks to a months. Then a great calamity 
will fall upon all Americans.” 

“Oh? What calamity is that?” 

Ling Pao was too busy to answer. Lucy Chang shud- 
dered, letting the touch of his tongue send spears of 
voluptuousness through her. Now she did not mind that it 
was not Tz’u Hsi or K’ang Hu who did not share this 
room with her. The old man was very knowing in this 
game of ‘carrying fire over the mountain.’ He made her 
squirm and cry out, he made her scream after a little 
while. 

“Ling Pao, my love,” she breathed at last. 

“Hmmmm?” 

“What calamity is this which shall befall the Ameri- 
cans?” 

Ling Pao knelt back on his heels to get his breath. 
“There shall be three killers leaving Hong Kong, each an 
accomplished master of the arts of death, one of whom 


17 














shall succeed in slaying the President of the United States 
for the greater glory of my homeland.” 

“Ling Pao, you’re joking with me!” 

He cackled laughter. “It is no joke. I myself have put 
up fifty thousand dollars to be paid to one of these men. 
Tzu Hsi and K’ang Hu each has invested the same 
amount, on orders from Peking.” 

She gurgled laughter and lifted off her cheongsam so 
that now her somewhat heavy breasts—inherited from her 
Portugese mother—were revealed to the old man. Lucy 
Chang stood up on the table and laughed down at the 
surprised Chinese. 

“T shall be very good to you for doing this wonderful 
thing, my tiger lover,” she whispered. “But first we must 
drink the juice of the Bohea leaves.” - 

Squatting, she placed a cup between her heels and 
poured the tea. Ling Pao did not miss the symbolism, 
and clapped his hands with pleasure. Lucy Chang flashed 
him a brilliant smile with her large red mouth and white 
teeth. 

Unseen by the old man, she had dropped a pellet into 
the cup. The pellet had been given her by a druggist 
who visited her apartment once a week, on every Thurs- 
day night when his wife was out playing bingo. It was 
guaranteed to raise the flesh of a Nestor, the druggist told 
her with a laugh. Lucy Chang did not know who Nestor 
was, since she was no student of Greek history; but she 
had gathered that he, too, was quite an old man. 

She handed the tea cup to Ling Pao, then poured her 
own drink without the aphrodisiac. They sipped, they 
smiled, they were very polite. Lucy Chang kept watch- 
ing the old man anxiously. There should be some sign of 
the pellet’s taking effect, she thought. 
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“Soon the killers will strike, I hope?” she asked, as if to 

make conversation. : 
“Very soon. They are coming now from Rangoon, 
from San Francisco, from Macao.” 

“They must be very important men, to come from 
such great distances,” the girl murmured. 

“Each is an expert at the art of killing. Each has great 
need of money. Each will do. whatever is asked to earn 
such a sum.” 

Lucy squirmed as if with excitement, knowing that 
Ling Pao was following the movements of her naked. 
body with his brilliant eyes. “I wish they were already 
killing this man. Why do we have to wait so long?” 

Ling Pao smiled. “It takes some little time to gather 
these men. We expect them in Hong Kong by the end 
of next week. Then the plan will be explained to them 
by Tz’u Hsi. He is the brain behind the plot. He is a very 
smart man, Tz’u Hsi, and young enough to cope with 
such a plot. Me, I am too old. K’ang Hu is too lazy to be 
concerned with politics, It is enough that he contributes 
money, like myself.” 

“You are marvelous,’ Lucy Chang whispered, sliding 
off the table and advancing toward the older man. 

He caught her slender fingers, allowed her to draw him 
to his feet. There was a questioning look in his eyes. Lucy 
Chang smiled and undid the sash of his Mandarin robe 
and pushed it off his skinny shoulders. 

For a moment, she thought he might refuse to be un- 
dressed, But there was a dawning surprise, a delighted 
wonder in his face. Lucy brushed the fingertips of her 
right hand across his loins. Now her own eyes opened 
wide. The pellet must have ground stag horn and Arabian 
yohimbin in it to be so potent! 
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She drew back a pace and stared down at him. “You 
are marvelous, indeet, ” she murmured. “You have be- 
come a young man.’ 

He caught her in his arms, kissing her soft throat and 
bared shoulders. He was strong for an old one, she 
thought, aware that his restored vigor was brushing her 
soft thighs. She must beg, borrow or steal more of those 
amazing pellets from her druggist friend. They were able - 
to work miracles. 

It was now the turn of the rejuvenated Ling Pao to 
lead Lucy Chang toward the low bed set in a corner of 
the room. She reclined on her back and opened herself to 
her aged lover. 

Yet even as she played the game of “the drowning of 
the jade stick,” Lucy Chang was wondering how to get 
to the American Consulate. It should not be too difficult. 
Surely one of her many American friends would know. 

“She must attend to it, first thing in the morning. 
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Chapier One 


The F-111 fighter-bomber came down out of the sky 
toward Hai Tak Airport. Its twin turbofan engines were 
deafening. It is a war craft and is not insulated against the 
throbbing thunder of its jets as is a Boeing 707. From my 
perch inside the crew module, I could see nothing but 
clouds. Yet my sinking stomach told me we were on the 
last leg of the journey that had begun by special arrange- 
ment with the Military Air Transport Service—affection- 
ately known as MATS—at Washington National Airport. 

My name is Eve Drum. I am a L.U.S.T. agent, working 
for the League of Underground Spies and Terrorists. 
Just a few hours ago, I had been sleeping peacefully in my 
Michigan Avenue apartment when the phone had trilled 
on my night table. Like the silly idiot I am at times, I 
answered it. 

“Eve honey, up and at attention,” David Anderjanian 
greeted me. 

“Oh, no,” I breathed. 

David Anderjanian is my case officer in L.U.S.T. It 
is David who hands me the assignments by which I earn 
my bread. He is a big blond man, six-feet-four in height 
and about two hundred and twenty pounds in weight, 
strong as an ox and sometimes as amorous as a bull in heat. 

He was being very serious at the moment. 

“There’s a plot afoot to kill the President, honey. Now 
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just be a good girl and slither into your bikini panties. 
T'll brief you at your place in half an hour.” 

“You want me to get dressed in half an hour?” 1 
yelped. : 

“T really don’t care whether you're dressed or not, but 
I don’t have any time for fun and games. So forget I 
nicknamed you Oh Oh Sex—and have your traveling 
cases all packed and ready to go—” 

I told David where he could go, but he had hung up. 
So I slid out of bed, yawning and rubbing my eyes. A 
mirror would tell me my mascara had run like the Johns- 
town flood while I had been playing shut-eye. I had gone 
nightclubbing with an old friend the night before, and 
now I was paying the price. 

I stumbled under a cold shower, dancing round to keep 
myself from freezing solid, then wrapped my girlish body 
in a terrycloth robe and padded into the kitchen. Orange 
juice and instant coffee would have to do. 

David rang the buzzer while I was on my second cup. 
I let him in and poured him some fragrant instant. Then 
I listened to the tale of a Hong Kong harlot named Lucy 
Chang who claimed to have discovered a plot to assas- 
sinate our President. 

“You believe her?” I asked in amazement. 

“We don’t know. It’s up to you to find out.” 

“Oh, great. How?” 

David touched his temple where his blonde hair’ curls 
so entrancingly. “Brain- power, love. Use your wits and 
anything else you can think of to get the answer.” 

I stuck my tongue out at him and closed the terrycloth 
robe where it had been gapping to expose some of my 
38-inch breasts. David looked crestfallen, so I felt a little 
better. 
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“Okay, so tell of told eas 

The government acts fast when it wants to ae things 
done. Two hours after David stepped into my apartment 
I was on my way to the airport in a siren-screaming 
police car, three bags banging into me and David yakking 
with the young officer who acted as our chauffeur. 

The United States Air Force had a stripped-down 
fighter-bomber—the F-111—all revved up and ready to 
go, on a take-off strip. The F-111 can travel at two and 
a half times the speed of sound, I am told. It would re- 
fuel over Hawaii and then head for the long, trans- 
Pacific hop to Hong Kong. The British authorities knew 
it was coming. They would meet it, with the American 

consul. I was to be spirited off to an apartment along 
Carnavon Road. I also had a job waiting for me at the 
Golden Lion night club. 

“One of the killers is traveling to Hong Kong from San 
Francisco,” David explained. “He’s probably going by 
jet, so we want to get you to Hong Kong at about the 
same time he arrives. The F-111 will do the job—I hope.” 

There would be just little old me and the pilot in the 
F-111. Cosey-comfy, roaring along twelve miles high at 
close to two thousand miles an hour. When I saw the 
pilot, I felt a little better. He was a major, a sun-bronzed 
blonde boy in his early twenties, neat and trim in his 
uniform. He liked me, too. His eyes told me so as they 
went across my chest and hips and took in my legs in the ~ 
black Cantrece stockings. 

On a rush job, there are few amenities. David prac- 
tically pushed me into the plane, then waved me a kiss. 
Half a minute latter we were roaring down the tan- 
bark, then we were airborne. 

Now, Hai Tak air port was below us. 
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Hong Kong is a Crown Colony of what was once the 
British Empire. Centuries before it was deeded over in 
1841 by the Emperor of China, it was a pirate lair; and 
even when the British acquired it, it was little more than 
an island holding a big warehouse and a general store. In 
the century and a quarter that the Union Jack has flown 
above its building, it has grown to a world-renowed 
shopping center, a free port for great ocean liners and 
warships, a visitor’s paradise. 

To Hong Kong has been added the Kowloon Peninsula, 
directly across Victoria Harbor from the city proper, 
and the New Territories, a strip of mountainous country 
that juts into the South China Sea. Hong Kong is only 
ninety miles from Canton, which is in Red China. It is 
a perilous perch for the English, for more than ninety 
per cent of its population is Chinese, many of whom take 
their orders directly from Mao Tse-Tung. 

In the shops lining the ladder steps of Victoria City, the 
world shopper can buy brassware from India, bronze 
from Bangkok, gold and jade, brocades from Burma. You 
can select the raw materials off a-harbor sampan and have 
them made into suits or dresses by any of the many tail- 
ors that thrive in this great trade city. You can swim in 
Repulse Bay, where the sand is white and fine, or share 
cocktails with the Seventh Fleet at the Ambassador Hotel. 

I was hoping that I might get in a little shopping or 
even sip a martini or three, but we secret agents have no 
life of our own. 

The F-111 had scarcely touched tires to the tanbark 
before I was whisked into a big limousine, driven onto a 
Star Ferry, and boated across the harbor to a Carnavon 
Street apartment, where the consul rang a bell. 

The door opened almost instantly. 
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I saw a creamy face rimmed with heavy black hair, big 
hazel eyes and a mouth the color of a red, red rose. The 
mouth smiled. The body in a black cheongsam moved 
back and I walked right in. 

“This is Lucy Chang,” the consul explained. “It was 
she who came to me with the story about the assassination 
plan.” 

- “Is true,” said Lucy Chang in her best American. 

Looking into her big eyes with the long black lashes, 
I knew it was true. I plumped my behind on a chair and 
crossed my size 10s. I saw Lucy staring at the long area - 
of legmeat my mini-skirt showed. She lifted her gaze and 
then smiled slowly at me. 

“I find job you,” she murmured. “Dance, maybe, sing 
a little at ballroom club.” 

The Consul translated. “She means the night club that 
is part of the Golden Lion ballroom on Nathan Road. The - 
girls meet their dates in the ballroom, where everything 
is very circumspect, then they talk them into having 
drinks in the nightclub, where nearly anything goes.” 

“The Oriental version of the B-girl,” I nodded. 

The Consul smiled. “The man behind the plot is Tz’u 
Hsi, a rich trader in tea and, I understand, in opium as 
well, though this latter activity is very sub rosa. He hires 

. girls to go to his villa every week.” The Consul cleared 
his throat. “There a sort of orgy goes on, if I understand 
the young lady.” 

Lucy Chang nodded happily. “Orgy, yes. Fun, you 
know?” 

“T know, honey,” I told her. 

“Tzu Hsi like new girl,” she smiled. 

Meaning me, Eve Drum. Oh, well. I am accustomed to 
making every, sort of sacrifice for my country. Besides, 
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orgies, can be Funsville. I nodded at Lucy Chang and 
asked, ‘“‘What sort of dance will I do? I’m not much on 
the pipes, but I have a good body.” 

Lucy Chang did not dig me. Her eyes looked blank. 
I got up, I said, “Dance, honey.” I threw my hips here 
and there and let my breasts joggle under the surplice 
bodice of my aqua cotton dress, She stared, then clapped 
her hands. The Consul tried not to look too hard at my 
feminine attributes. 

“Yes, yes. Do like that, be big hit.” 

I tried a chorus of Winchester Cathedral. Lucy Chang 
bowed her head to hide her smile. Her voice was muffled 
as she said, ““No sing, just do steps.” 

The Consul stood up and made me a little bow. “The 
boy will bring your bags. You will stay here. You are a 

new friend of Lucy Chang’s whose apartment is right 
down the hall. It was Lucy who got you the job at the 
Golden Lion night club.” 

“We'll get along,” I nodded. 

“I speak the English good,” Lucy himed in. hg 
mother Portugese. Teach me. We know talk how.” 

As soon as the Consul left, we began talking how, mix- 
ing in a little English, a trace of French, ‘a couple of 
Chinese words which I did not know. I performed like a 
mime when I wanted to give her an idea of what I in- 
tended doing. 

My first job was to get Tz’u Hsi to become aware of 
my existence. After that, I was reasonably confident I 
would get an invitation to attend one of his orgies. Lucy. 
Chang assured me as best she could that the three killers 
would be staying out of sight to avoid any publicity. It 
would be my job to find out where. They might even 
be at the orgy, she added hopefully. 

My Movado wristwatch told me it was close to five in 
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the afternoon. The night club would open at about seven. 
I would appear at ten, so we had plenty of time to work 
out details. 

Lucy Chang cooked up some pork and rice, with a 
little rice wine to wash it down. She cautioned me against 
the wine, covering my porcelain cup with her hand and 
shaking her head at me. 

“No drink lot. Make dizzy.” 

I could hold my own in the alcohol department, but I 
was a stranger to rice wine, so I let myself be guided. A 
little after eight, I started to get into my evening clothes, 
with Lucy Chang a fascinated on-looker. 

First I slithered into the black lace bikini pants by Olga 
and then fastened a cobwebby nothing with D-cups over 
my twin 38s. The mirror told me anybody could see my 
dark nipples quite clearly through the black mist. On 
with a black lace garterbelt, up with my black nylons, 
into a gold lamé evening dress cut down in the back al- 
most to my buttock cheeks. 

My hair was done up with Grecian curls and long 
dangles draped from my ears. I slipped a bracelet or two 
on my arms and my feet into high heels. I was ready. 

Lucy had a dubious look. “Is no costume,” she pro- 
tested, : 

“Honey, when you see me in action, you'll know I 
have my working clothes on—and they’re some working 
clothes,” I added, turning before the mirror. 

Lucy sighed and shrugged, saying something in 
Chinese. Then she got to her feet and lifted off her 
cheongsam. Outside of the alligator pumps on her golden 
feet, she was naked. And I do mean naked. The only hair 
on her was the black strands of it that framed her face. 

She saw me looking and posed. “Like?” she giggled. 

I clapped her soft rump. I can go both ways on oc- 
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casion, but there was work to do. I sat on the edge of the oe, 
big queen-size bed and watched her make up her face, — 
add henna to her nipples and then with a fingertip daubed 
in red, toch herself very lightly where the scarlet color 
was bound to be sensational. 

She giggled as she saw me looking. “Man go crazy like 
same,” she informed me, whatever that meant. Or maybe 
I misunderstood her. 

Then she stood up, all five feet two inches of her 
pearly cream body, and slithered into a red cheongsam. 
The cheongsam is an Oriental garment that practically 
seduces you all by itself when it is worn by somebody 
like Lucy Chang. The slits up the sides exposed her 
shapely legs to her hip bones, and if you don’t think a 
view of those thighs and calves is seductive, man, like 
you're dead. 

The cheongsam is made of thin linen. The belly presses 
against it in front, the buttocks are outlined quite clearly 
from the rear. And up front, with their nipples standing 
forth quite honestly, were those twin moons that went 
‘into orbit so enticingly when Lucy Chang walked. She 
grabbed a shoulder bag, I snatched at my gold mesh 
evening bag, and we were off to work. 

I had planned my night club act to present myself to 
Hong Kong in the most sensational way I know. After 
all, I wanted to let Tz’u. Hsi know I was in town. I 
walked into the place just as any American tourist might 
have done. I ordered one drink and then another, until I 
seemed to be somewhat under the influence. That was 
when my act began. 

As the stripper known as Happy Peach Blossom shed 
her garments, I made a few snide remarks. I weaved to 
my feet and pushed down a shoulderstrap of my gold 
lamé gown. A few spectators applauded. Happy Peach 
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Blossom only pretended to be angry at me, since she was 
in on the act. Besides, her own act was almost over. 5 

As Happy Peach Blossom faded off that part of the 
floor which served as a stage, I got up and began stagger- 
ing toward the cleared space, yanking up my skirt. I got 
up to the middle of my thighs, showing off black nylons 
and some pallid thighmeat before the audience realized 
something special was going on. Then the whistles and 
the foot-stamping started. 

I made a couple of turns about the stage. My legs are 
damn good, along with the rest of my 38-22-35 inch self. 
In the dark hose and with the dependent garters from my 
garterbelt showing, the metal claps picking up the over- 
head lights, I was a pretty American visitor feeling her 
Rob Roys. Besides, one of my shoulder straps had come 
loose again. 

Voyeurism is a funny thing. Everybody likes to look 
at the nakedness of the opposite sex, maybe even of the 
same sex; at least, for one quick glance. The same legs 
that can be seen stark naked on a bathing beach appear 
enhanced under an uplifted skirt, because of the forbidden 
aspect of the situation. Something normally hidden is 
being revealed. It may only be human curiosity, but it 
does exist. 

The psycho books all say this is perfectly. normal. The 
trouble starts, as with the confirmed voyeur—he who gets 
his kicks by looking—when he or she would rather look 
than do. It is an adolescent form of gratification engaged 
in by those who are insecure in their relations with the 
opposite sex. The name given to such peepers goes back 
to the Tom who sneaked a forbidden look at Lady Godiva 
as she went cantering down the streets of Coventry in 
England, clad only in her hair atop a white palfrey. 

The Peeping Tom, the voyeur, is guilty of the ab- 
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normality called scoptophilia. Or mixoscopia, when he 
is especially concerned with seeing couples copulate. Most 
always, there is an invasion of privacy concerned, and 
this is what the law seeks to protect when the voyeur is 
arrested. 

I guess the audience thought they were invading my 
privacy, all right, because my skirts were up above my 
behind now; and just as there was nothing hiding my 
girlish buttocks from view, there was the same lack of 
protection for my mons veneris. To the eyes of the on- 
lookers, I was not an actress. They were convinced they 
were seeing what only my husband or my lover ever saw. 

The idea broke them up. 

I strutted around the stage half a dozen times, giving 
everybody a good look. Then the gold lamé gown moved 
upward, just under my bulging breasts. The whistles 
shrilled, the voices clamored. 

Somebody from Brooklyn yelled, “Take it off, take it 
off!” 

I took it off. I stood there weaving a little, faking 
drunkenness. My mammaries were shielded by black 
gossamer as they swayed to my movements, but every- 
body and his uncle knew the shape of my big, bold nip- 
ples. 

I reached behind me as strippers do, fumbling for the 
bra catches. Much whistling, much shouting. I let my 
shoulders round so my treasures hung down, and lazily 
began undoing the clasps. 

The bra came off. I ehinped it aside. I stood up and 
gave them both barrels. 

“Like ’em?” I yelled at the visiting Americans and the 
British. “Likee?” I asked the relaxing Chinese and Japan- 
ese business men. 

They told me they did with a thunderous roar and a 
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clapping of hands that hurt the eardrums. Swinging the 
bra from my fingers, I went strolling in a wide circle, 
deftly evading the hands that reached for various sec- 
tions of my anatomy. I laughed at the verbal sallies, the 
invitations. Sometimes I paused near a man and shimmied 
my beauties under his nose. 

I guess every girl is something of an exhibitionist. We 
like being admired, and we dress to emphasize our strong 
points. My strong points were all over me, from my 
stiletto heels to the Grecian curls of my taffy-tinted hair. 
I dressed to emphasize them all, in garterbelt and nylons. 

I let them look, I let them drool. 

I could have gone on like that all night, with all that 
applause slamming my eardrums around. What girl 
wouldn’t, given such a chance? But all good things must 
come to an end. 

The manager came running out with a coat that he at- 
tempted to fling over my shoulders to hide my nudity. 


He tried to look angry, but he was pleased as proverbial 


old Punch. He kept whispering compliments in Chinese 
and pidgin English telling me, if I understood him cor- 
rectly, that I was the greatest thing in women since Mata 
Hari. 

The only trouble was, the audience wanted me, not 
him. 

A couple of big Danes started onto the stage, fists 
balled up so that they looked like sledgehammer heads. I 
got between them and the sweating, suddenly frightened 
manager and asked them not to start any trouble. 

Their ears listened but the rest of their senses were 
tuned to what their eyes were seeing. Me, all girl, mostly 
all bare. As they paused to survey my goodies, I let the 
manager whip the coat around me. 

Weran for the sidelines. 
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In the privacy of his office, the manager sank into a 
chair, mopping his wet face with a handkerchief. His 
hands were shaking and he could hardly talk. I guess 
he knew how unruly and violent a mob can be, and that 
audience outside had been a real mob for a little while. 

“No do that every night,” he gurgled. 

His greed and his fear fought a close battle there be- 
fore my eyes. He knew he had a sure-fire sensation of an 
act and that it would draw customers until he would have 
to enlarge his nightclub. On the other hand—and I could 
scarcely blame him—he didn’t want to face an angry mob 
night after night. 

“Maybe you won ’t have to,” I told him cheerfully, ott 
I get the invitation I’m looking for.” 

The invitation took five days to arrive. At first, be- 
cause everybody thought I really was an American tourist 
feeling her drinks. Then the idea took over that I might - 
be trying to cause trouble, being a confirmed capitalist 
pussycat. 

Only when the night club billed me the Tourist Tease 
did understanding dawn. This was the night Tz’u Hsi sent 
his boys to see me, bringing me a dozen long-stemmed 
American Beauty roses and a diamond-studded wrist- 
watch as a sort of come-on. Oh, those Oriental playboys! 

I accepted with delight. 

My only stipulation was that Lucy Chang must come 
with me, as a kind of interpreter. The boys, inscrutable 
hunks of husky Far Eastern humanity, thought this 
would be okay. They were not unfamiliar with Lucy 
Chang. 

The ancient Rolls Royce pulled up to the night club 
door at two minutes before midnight. Half an hour later, 
it was braking before the big villa on that section of 
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fashionable Hong Kong known as The Peak. The moon 
was a big yellow ball in a sultry blue-black sky, and the 
night was warm with early summer. The moon bridges 
and lily ponds, the lighted lanterns and the music in the 
air took on the aspect of something magical. 

Lucy Chang pressed close to me as we walked along 
a pathway of crushed stones between rows of flowers. 
A nightingale was singing from somewhere behind the 
high stone villa wall. I wore my golden lamé dress, she 
was clad in one of her many cheongsams, 

“I be fear,” she breathed, in her inimitable English. 

I knew what she meant. If Tz’u Hsi realized she had 
set him up for the kill, so to speak, he would not rest 
until she died in convulsions of agony. I patted her hand. 

“For this you will receive fifty thousand American dol- 
lars,” I assured her, “which translates into close to three 
million Hong Kong iron men.” 

She got my drift and shivered in something approach- 
ing ecstacy. Morever, she would be given asylum in the 
United States, where her new-found wealth would en- 
able her to make a good marriage. If she lived so long, 
she was thinking, I am sure. 

A pretty maidservant in rustling brocades met us at the 
garden door, bowed us inside. I let Lucy Chang take over. 
She had been here many times and knew her way around. 

The summer house where Tz’u Hsi entertained his 
guests was a thing of marble and red tile. Stunted willow 

‘trees grew from little niches here and there upon its 
walls. It was a perfect setting for the beauties Tz’u Hsi ' 
hired from the Hong Kong night clubs. 

Tzu Hsi himself met us at the door, a great honor, I 
was later told. He was not tall, but neither was he short. 
His face was hard, as if carved from yellow jade, and his 
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hair was a glossy black. His eyes ran over me once, 
swiftly, and I knew that he was satisfied with his latest 
employee. 

“J am told you have a most unusual act,” he murmured 
in flawless English. “Did I mingle with the people in the 
city below, I would have come to see it.” 

“Instead, the act comes to see you,” I smiled, figuring 
that flattery cost me no money at all. 

He bowed, and waved a hand. “Please to accept the 

hospitality of my humble abode,” he murmured, glancing 
at Lucy Chang. 
[put my arm around the girl and found she was shiver- 
ing. I dimpled a smile at him and said, “I brought Lucy 
along because I have thought up a new act, a performance 
I could not do upon the state at the Golden Lion but one 
which I trust you will enjoy.” 

“Ah,” he breathed. Some of the hardness went out of 
his face. 

I told myself to beware of Tz’u Hsi. His was the 
devious, Oriental mind which approached problems from 
angles unseen by our Western brain. If he were suspi- 
cious of Lucy Chang, then he would be equally sus- 
picious of me. He would take no chances, if he were the 
servant of Red China. He would kill ruthlessly and worry 
about questions later. 

As we were seated, Tz’u Hsi clapped his hands. 

“We shall enjoy tea first. Tea is the brew of the gods. 
It relaxes the nerves, soothes the emotions, prepares one 
for enjoyment.” 

Tea might also hide a truth drug or a poison or per- 
haps an aphrodisiac. The aphrodisiac did not bother me, 
but the others did. I wondered how I could get out of 

drinking it. 
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Two girls came in, one carrying a porcelain pot. of 
boiling water, the other tea cups of transparent Tching- 
hoa-yao ware with a small canister of fragrant leaves. 

_ Tzu Hsi was saying, “Four thousand years ago the 
fabled Chin Nung, then emperor of China, planted the 
first tea bush and from its leaves made the first beverage. 
To him we owe our present pleasure in sipping this liquid 
which was known long ago as chaw, by the first Euro- 
peans to import it, which was an obvious corruption of the 
Chinese word tcha, from which your present English 
term of tea is taken.” : 

He was pouring the amber liquid as he spoke. I knew 
that the truth drug might well be in the boiling water, 
but I could see no way to avoid drinking it, unless— : 

I was sitting crosslegged on a big fat cushion. Tz’u 
Usi was directly opposite me. I caught hold of the golden 
lamé drew it up my thighs as if it were too tight. Ts’u Hsi 
could see all the way up under my skirt, along my pale 
inner thighs, 

Under my gown I was wearing stockings and a garter- 
belt. 

Tz’u Hsi trembled and his hand shook, spilling the hot 
tea as his attention was diverted. He could hardly blame 
me for what had happened. He was the one who spilled 
the Bohea. 

His face expressed momentary anger at himself. I 

‘smiled and leaned forward, putting a hand on his wrist. 
“We really don’t need any stimulants, you know. If you 
want to sip as you watch, you go right ahead.” 

He could scarcely insist we drink now, without arous- 
ing suspicions, 

I held out my hand to Lucy Chang. She rose to her 
feet and lifted me to an upright position. Her face was 
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expressionless. It did not betray the fact that she had not 
the slightest idea of what our act was to be. To tell the 
truth, I was not too clear on the subject myself. 

I turned my back to her to let her make the first move. 
I felt her fingers make like feathers over my shoulders 
and down my spine. The gold lamé gown was backless, 
so her red nails met no barrier to their caresses until they 
were inches above my hidden buttocks. 

Tz’u Hsi had forgotten about his tea. He was staring 
with wide eyes at my naked back and at what Lucy 
Chang was doing. 

In all modesty, I can claim that this agent of Red China 
had never had a blonde like me as a guest in his summer 
house. I was in evening garb, the sort of clothes any 
American visitor to Hong Kong might wear in public. 
Mine were not the special garments strippers buy but the 
sort of feminine wear available in the stores along Queen’s 
Row. 

Tz’'u Hsi was subject to the same appeal the night club 
audience had felt as I disrobed before it. I might be the 
wife or daughter of one of his American or British 
friends. In his eyes, I was no longer a hired hand. 

The feathery fingertips went down inside the gold 
lamé and ran gently over my soft cheek. Lucy Chang was 
enjoying herself. Her breath was quickening. I felt those 
fingers turn into talons and grip my buttocks for one 
moment. With her hands, the girl was telling me that she 
liked what she was doing. 

She turned me around and put her red mouth to my 
throat as her fingers wandered across my shoulders, slid- 
ing down the straps. The gold lamé drooped floorward 
until it was caught at my hips. With a little cry, Lucy 
Chang bent and slipped her hands beneath my breasts, 
spreading her fingers to hide them. 
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Chapter Two 


If Tz’u Hsi had entertained suspicions about me, they 
vanished at that moment. He paused there, frozen mo- 
tionless, staring at me in utter disbelief. I could see his 
pale cheeks flush with fury as he opened his mouth too 
order us from the summer house. 

I chose that moment to slide away from Lucy Chang 
so that Tz’u Hsi could see my hardened breasts thrusting 
naked above the disarranged brassiere, where Lucy had 
freed them to the air. 

“Tsai, tsai,” he cried, staring. “Your breasts are pleas- 
ure domes of Ting-yao, that purest of white porcelains, 
tipped with Tsi-hong-khi for nipples—porcelain flushed 
red as the sky at sunset!” 

He had a way with words, this boy. 

“Tell me more,” I whispered, swaying the porcelain 
mounds he admired so much. I let my palms slip under 
them, lifted them toward his flushed face. 

“Your shoulders are as round and smooth as the sides 
of the bell of Yong-lo. Your face is lovelier even than that 
of the fabled Yang Kuei-fei!” 

I knew who Yang Kuei-fei was, the most beautiful 
woman China has ever produced. This concubine of the 
emperor Ming Huang was so lovely that the poet Li Po 
had written verses to her. 

I reached out and caught Lucy Chang, drew her like 
a covering before my breasts. Over her shoulder, my 
eyes mocked him. 
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“Men worshipped Yang Kuei-fei,” I whispered, 

“As I shall worship!” 

“You must share me—with Lucy Chang.” 

His eyes touched the Eurasian. My fingers were sliding 
across her silken belly, her loins, upward to her stone- 
hard breasts, while I talked with Tz’u Hsi. I could feel 
her soft behind pressing into me as she wriggled to my 
touches, 

He licked his lips. “A menage a trois?” 

“Correction! A seance a trois!” 

The menage a trois is the term given to a more or less 
permanent living arrangement between three people, two 
women and a man or two men and a woman, It is a rep- 
resentation of the eternal triangle, the man, the woman 
and the child, in which the need of the child to share the 
love of his parents expresses itself in a grown-up pattern 
of behavior. It has been termed one of the oldest of sexual 
practices, possibly deriving from the fact that long ago 
there were not enough women—or men—to go around, 
and that by the common sharing of one or the other, the 
propagation of the race could be assured. 

It is quite a commonplace occurrence in Great Britain 
and in France, today. The housing shortages in those 
countries may have helped contribute to the practice, as 
well as the scoptophilic weaknesses of one or more mem- 
bers of the threesome. Where women out-number men, 
it is a most sensible arrangement. Or vice versa. The cus- 
tom, I have heard, is spreading to the States. 

The ancient Egyptians symbolized the eternal triangle 
with the pyramids. The Greeks and Romans believed the 
Earth was ruled by Zeus-Jupiter, Poseidon-Neptune, and 
Hades-Pluto. The number three occurs in so many leg- 
ends it has become a part of world folklore. There were 
three Old Women of the Sea, Enyo, Pemphredo and 
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Dino; the Graces were Aglaia, Euphrosne and Thalia; 
the Fates, Clotho, Lachesis and Atropos. The Horae, the 
hours or the seasons, were Eunomia, Dice and Eirene. 
Everywhere the triangle is represented, as if some great 
secret lay behind its triple points. 

The seance a trois is the one-night-stand of troilism, or 
a sometime thing that may or may not be repeated. It is 
not a steady arrangement. It is born of inspiration or cal- 
culation. It is kicks. 

There is, or may be, a homosexual aspect to the troilist 
threesome. Or to one or more members of the group. 
Lucy Chang, I am sure, was bi-sexual. I did not know 
enough about Tz’u Hsi to make any decisions about him, 
but he was more than willing to be counted in on the 
deal. 

I held Lucy Chang against me and let my hands stroke 
her body while Tz’u Hsi stared. She was panting softly, 
writhing in sensual torture. Her nipples were flint be- 
tween my forefingers and thumbs, her feminine bud was 
rigid with delight. After a time, she began to whimper. 

Tzu Hsi flung himself forward. His lips went down 
on Lucy Chang’s mouth as his arms tried to go around us 
both. We clung there, swaying, as I put my hands to his 
neck, tickling him where the short hairs grew. We were 
wound up pretty tight, all three of us. In another minute 
or two, we would have been on the floor. 

“Well, hello,” said a voice in good old Americanese. 

I thought Tz’u Hsi would explode. He turned his scar- 
let face toward a big man who stood in the doorway and 
and his lips opened, shrilling Chinese curses. The big man 
held up his hands, palms outward. 

“Okay, okay—I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt. I 
just got in. I took a taxi from the airport.” 

Tzu Hsi snarled. “I cannot see you now. Wait in the 
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gardens.” He hesitated, then asked, “The girl at the moon 
gate admitted you? Is she still there?” 

The big man chuckled, “Not so’s you could notice it. 
When I picked her up and set her to one side while she 
was telling me I couldn’t come in, she ran off bawling 
for somebody named Sung.” 

Tzu Hsi smiled coldly. “Sung is my muscleman. He is 
a great wrestler. He could break your back if he caught 
hold of you.” While he was talking, he was pushing him- 
self against Lucy Chang in a reflex action which he could 
not halt. He was torn between talking to this brash killer 
whom he was hiring and what he and Lucy Chang were 
doing. 

“Tell Sung there is to be no trouble. He will under- 
stand, Then tell the girl—K’u-hsien—my orders are to 
make you welcome.” 

My fellow American chuckled. “If that means what I 
think it does, much thanks, amigo.” 

I had been studying my fellow countryman while all 
this talk had been bouncing around. He was tall, rangy. 
His black hair was clipped in a crew cut, and his facial 
tints were so dark, I thought he might have American 
Indian blood in him. His black eyes were gleefully study- 
ing my bare back and the flattened globes of my breasts 
whose tips were hidden against Lucy Chang’s back. 

I smiled at him and winked. No harm in establishing 
communications with him right at the start. My job was 
to kill him; but, to do that, I might have to get to know 
him better. If you catch what I mean. 

Tzu-Hsi waited until the sound of retreating footfalls 
faded out before he went back to kissing Lucy Chang. 
While he had been talking to my fellow traveler, he had 
been fastening his hands in her cheongsam. Now he 
yanked outwards, and the silk tore from throat to hem. 
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Under that black silk, she wore nothing but shoes, Tz’u 
Hsi reached for her, blinded by the desire strengthening 
his body, but I whipped Lucy Chang to one side, She 
cried out angrily, for she was beyond thought; her body 
was her brain and her body wanted gratification. 

I pushed my gold lamé gown down below my hips. It 
slid the rest of the way by itself. I lifted one foot and 
then the other out of the golden puddle it made at my 
evening slippers. Tz’u Hsi was eating my flesh with his 
eyes and having a hard time breathing. 

My hand signalled the panting Lucy Chang to help me 
strip him down, She joined me willingly, but her smooth 
features showed the strain of her need. I let her take the 
lead, watched her smooth palms stroke the chest and 
belly she had bared—his flesh was almost completely hair- 
less, as was hers—and then her fingers dropped lower. 
Tz’u Hsi grunted and reached for me. 

Between the two of us, Tz’u Hsi formed a living sand- 
wich. He caressed me while the pretty Eurasian fondled 
him. All three of us were shaking steadily and I could 
hear Lucy moaning. I caught her head with a hand and 
drew her lips toward the mouth of Tz’u Hsi. I puckered 
up myself, 

Standing naked, we performed the p’in kiss, where 
three mouths join as one. It was a little much for Tzu 
Hsi. He began quivering as if he had the ague. Lucy and 
I drew back, we eased him down on the cushions. For a 
moment we stood over him, staring at what the Taoists 
term the bamboo shoot. 

It grew pretty hectic after that. Lucy Chang fell on 
top of Tz’u Hsi like a bomb on target. The man arched 
upward, she accepted him, and I felt like the proverbial 
third thumb. 
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“You play the wind and moon game well,” Tz’u Hsi. 
panted. 

“My flower sheds its seeds for you,” she whispered. 

“My candle grows to the tallow dip.” 

“J am the bell tolling to the clapper,” she sobbed. 

They went on talking like that while I ran my hands 
over one and then the other. My eyes were glassy by this 
time. I was caught up in the moment. I loved them both, 
without partiality. Lucy twisted free, I flung myself on 
Tz’u Hsi, and now it was the turn of the pretty pacieeee 
to play the role of maidservant. 

“You do fu yin chiu yang,’ she informed me once, 
breathing in my ear. “Fu yin chiu yang is word we call 
ite 

It sounded good to me in any language. 

It was close to dawn when we came away from the 
summer house, Lucy Chang and I, with our arms about 
each other to steady our gait. The Eurasian wore a robe 
about her nakedness for her cheongsam was worthy only 
of the rag heap. ' 

I was weary, but I was thinking of the American who 
had intruded upon us earlier. I did not know for sure, 
but my female instincts told me he just had to be the man 
from San Francisco. And in that case, I had to learn when 
and where the three killers were going to meet. 

““You wait in the car, honey,” I told Lucy. “I forgot 
my purse.” I had forgotten it deliberately, needing an ex- 
cuse in case anybody noticed me hanging around the 
villa grounds after I was supposed to be home in bed. 

I ran for the summer house, figuring that if Tz’u Hsi 
was going to interview the American, it would be there. 
Fortunately, I saw the American before he saw me. He 
was being led by the hand over a moon bridge by the 
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girl, K’u-hsien. He was in a mood to dally with her, but 
she urged him on in brief little whispers. 

“Please, no more,” she was saying. “The master is wait- 
ing.” 

“Let him wait, honey-pot. I go for you in a big way.” 

“Yoo many times,” she giggled. “My hua-hsin is sore.” 

“Yeah. Well, that’s the way it is. You hit it off some- 
times pretty good, other times you don’t.” 

I tiptoed after them. 

They went inside the summer house. I crept closer, 
wishing I had some gadget that would amplify sound. 
But it would have been too risky to carry any of my 
secret agent paraphernalia with me. So I scouted around 
until I found a stone statue of a lion. By stepping onto its 
back I could reach the lower edge of the red-tiled roof. 

I swung myself upward. I kicked off my evening slip- 
pers and went in my stockinged feet across the tiles until 
I was directly above the moon window through which 
two voices carried quite clearly. 

“for a job like that? Are you kidding?” ; 

“Fifty thousand American dollars is a lot of money, 
Joseph Hoskins,” 

“Sure it is. But for killing the President? Man, have 
* you any. idea of the man-power of the F.B.I.? To say 
nothing of the local fuzz and any other branches of gov- 
ernment that would be dragged into a case like that?” 

There was a little silence. Then Tz’u Hsi murmured. 
“J will think about it. I will announce my decision at our 
meeting.” 

“Oh, yeah. Where I’m to meet my fellow conspirators. 
What was the name of that hotel again?” 

The Chinese sounded angry as he murmured. “The 
Kowloon, the Kowloon. Do not fail to be there.” 

“You bet. But, remember, fifty grand just isn’t enough.” 
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I huddled against the red tiles. Their voices were re- 
ceding. It was time I got out. If anybody saw me up on 
those red tiles, it would be hard to make explanations. 
After all, girls don’t usually lose their pocketbooks on 
rooftops. 

Shoes clutched in my hands, I jumped for a patch of ~ 
grass. My nylons would be ruined, but the hell with 
them. I wanted out ahead of Tz’u Hsi and Hoskins. 

I reached the moon gate and slid through, grateful that 
K’u-hsien was too tired to be at her post. The Rolls 
Royce waiting, motor purring. I dived into the back seat 
where Lucy Chang was snoring faintly. 

The Rolls Royce slid forward. } 

I huddled in a corner, thinking fast. The Kowloon was 
to be their meeting place, but what time was the meeting? 
I could scarcely take up a position in the hotel lobby and 
wait. Both Tz’u Hsi and Joe Hoskins knew me by sight. 

I sat up straighter. Lucy Chang might be able to help. 
I glanced at her. She was still asleep, her robe had come 
open to show a length of pale thigh covered with purple 
kiss marks. She would know a lot of people in Hong 
Kong. One of them might be willing to earn a few 
dollars. 

While I was dragging her out of the Rolls—she was 
still half asleep and protesting at being moved—I began to 
question her. Did she know anybody who'd be willing to 
ask around town for a man named Joe Hoskins? For a 
hundred American dollars? 

Honestly, I think part of that girl was cash register. 

At the mention of American dollars, she was wide 
awake. Yes, she knew plenty of people who would be 
only too happy to help me out. Young men, for the most 
part, who would do anything I asked for ten dollars, 
American style. 
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“A hundred,” I told her, Hell, it was taxpayer money, 
not mine. 

“You give hundred me, I do.” 

I did, she did. : 

By ten o’clock next morning, the telephone rang. I 
spiralled up out of a dream about David Anderjanian in a 
bugged Mandarin coat and mumbled a xi-hao. Hello, 
dere. 

Lucy Chang had been on the job. The American, Jo- 
seph Hoskins, was registered at the Kowloon Hotel. Her 
friend, a man who was a private detective, had so in- 
formed her. With his own eyes he had seen the writing 
on the hotel register. ; 

There went my house of cards, I should have realized 
the truth. I had heard Hoskins say he had taxied to the 
villa directly from the airport. Naturally, he had not reg- 
istered. Tz’u Hsi had merely been giving him the name 
of a hotel where he could stay, not the name of their 
meeting place. 

So much for all my clever thinking. 

But now, hold on. Maybe the ship wasn’t on the bot- 
tom of the bay, yet. “Lucy, that young man of yours— 
could he go back to Kowloon and find out if a man from 
Macao, and a man from Rangoon registered there within 
the past week? And could he please take snapshots of 
either of those gentlemen?” 

I had to speak more slowly, but I got her to under- 
stand. “For another fee, he do,” she told me, gurgling 
happily. 

At least I would know where to float a loan when and 
if Lucy Chang ever came to the United States. “So okay 
already,” I told her wearily. What was another century 
note to our foreign aid bill, anyhow? 
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By noon I had my information. Yes, a Major Alexander 
Blake from Rangoon was registered at the Kowloon 
Hotel. So was a swarthy character named Miguel Sorolla 
from Macao. Snapshots of these men as they strolled 
along Cochrane Street had been taken by my operative; 
The pictures would be delivered to me within the hour. 

“Oh, and Lucy—how would your friend like to earn 
himself another fee, by keeping these gentlemen in sight?” 
The voice purred at the other end of the line. The friend 
would be most happy. 

The pictures came in two and a half hours, Lucy 
Chang was to have her private eye give me a buzz when 
the three men got together, or when Tz’u Hsi visited 
the Kowloon Hotel. ‘ 

I telephoned the American Consul. Things were mov- 
ing fast and furious. He had to get me off the hook as a 
night club entertainer. I might have more important 
things to do that night. 

So as not to miss a phone call, I had brunch and then 
dinner sent up to my room. The phone call came at ten 
minutes past nine. My informant, in halting English, in- 
formed me that Tz’u Hsi had just gone into the Kow- 
loon. My friend had taken the liberty of following him 
into. the elevator. Tz’u Hsi had gotten off the elevator at 
the fifth floor. The man from Rangoon had a room on 
the fifth floor. 

It was all I had to work on, but it would have to do. 
I folded my golden locks flat on my head and slid my 
skull into a wig of glossy black hair. I put blue eye- 
shadow on my lids and widened my mouth with a few 
deft strokes of my Estee Lauder pink frost brush, 

I opened my purse, drew out the long red false finger- 
nails, the ones with the poison smeared on them. Very 
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- carefully I fitted them to my real nails, gluing them on. 
If I scratched deeply enough with these things, I could 
kill a guy. Which was the idea. 

I slithered my girlish curves into a tight-tight knit dress 
that showed my nipples and my bellybutton so that I 
looked like the sister of all whores. I hung the strap of a 
big leather pocketbook over a shoulder. 

I hopped a taxi for the Kowloon peninsula. 

I walked up and down outside the Kowloon Hotel. 
Ten o’clock came and went, as did eleven. My feet were 
killing me from pacing up and down, but I did not dare 
go in the lobby, looking the way I did. I would have been 
arrested for soliciting, maybe even for indecent exposure 
thrown in, 

They have done away with brothels in Hong Kong, in 
case you have been out of touch. Somebody got reform 
happy and closed down all the joy houses a few years 
back. This made the joy-girls do some heavy thinking. 
They only knew one way to earn their bread, and they 
had to come up with a foolproof scheme to stay off the 
streets, They thought up ways and means. Now they 
have guest houses, small overnight hotels, ballrooms, 
masseuse parlors, call-girls and girl guides—and the ever- 
present sampans with their built-in girls. 

I was just about to risk getting arrested by going into 
the lobby when Tz’u Hsi and another man came out 
onto the sidewalk. They stood a moment, talking, and I 
caught a British accent floating downwind toward me, 
I ducked out of sight behind some big stone flower pots. 

Then Tz’u Hsi waved a hand, a big black limousine 
slid into view, and Tz’u Hsi disappeared inside it. I was 
dancing on one foot, then the other. I had to establish 
contact with the Britisher. Somehow, any how. I moved 
out from behind the flower pots. 
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Major Blake was heading my way. I paused in the 
shadows and let my right leg extend out into the pallid 
beams of a lantern. I raised my knit skirt and adjusted a 
garterclasp. 

“Hello, there! What’s this? What’s this?” 

The cheery type, Colonel Blimp and all that. Oh, well. 
I straightened up so he could see I had nothing on but 
the tight knit wool dress above my navel. His eyes 
bugged out a little and he swallowed noisily. 

“My stocking was falling down,” I smiled sweetly. I 
raised the skirt again and extended my leg to show him. 
I gave him a good look, with the wool skirt almost up to 
my hip. He saw right away I had no panties on. 

“Ah, yes. Of course, of course. Bad thing to have hap- 
pen to a pretty thing like you. Ought to be able to fix a 
suspender in privacy, eh what?” : 

Suspender is British for garter. I dimpled at him, gig- 
gling a little. “If you had a room I could go to, I could 
fix it without any trouble.” His eyes were dancing with 
anticipation. “Maybe you could fix it for me. You look 
mechanically minded,” I threw in for good measure. 

He guffawed. “Mechanically minded. I say, that’s good. 
Well, I am pretty good with my hands.” He positively 
convulsed at that one. 

I laughed right along with him, so hard that I had to 
lean against him and let him feel how nice and big my 
pleasure domes were. I rubbed my breasts against his 
arm, slowly. 

His hand hooked my arm. “Come along, then. I’m on 
the fifth floor. We'll have that garter taken care of in no 
time.” 

I hung back. I told him I was afraid of being stopped 
by a policeman. He stuff and nonsense’d me. I could 
hardly tell him I was more afraid Joe Hoskins would rec- 
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ognize me, even with all the make-up and the black wig, 
than I was of a dozen Hong Kong bobbies. 

We compromised. We walked around the hotel and 
came in the back way, where there was a carpeted cor- 
ridor that took us to the elevators. Nobody paid any 
attention to us. 

We got off at the fifth floor. The major lifted out his 
key, unlocked the door of his small suite. The air in the 
room was foul with tobacco smoke and the smell of 
Scotch. 

“You've had a girl in here already tonight,” I accused. 

“Not bloody likely. They were men.” 

“Oh, sure. That’s what they all say. I suppose you were 
making a big business deal, too?” : 

He laughed at that, quite honestly amused. His hand 
had switched on the ceiling light so I could see a small 
bar, on loan from the management, and half a dozen bot- 
tles which the major owned. There was a big divan, 
several cushiony easy chairs, a writing desk and a straight- 
back chair. An open doorway showed a darkened bed- 
room. 

Major Blake caught me in his arms and kissed me, 
pressing his muscular body against me. He was right, he 
had not had a girl in his room. Or if he had, he was a 
veritable satyr. The major had been without a woman for 
some time, I guessed. 
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Chapier Three 


He really went to work on me, not roughly but gently 
and with a sure sense of what he intended to do, I felt 
like putty in his hands, soft female putty that began an- 
swering back in the only way it could. 

His lips slid down to my throat, his tongue came out 
and slicked across my flesh. His body was hard, lean. He 
was a big man, and strong. The notion that I intended to 
kill him may have touched some primitive chord inside 
my body, for my own flesh grew moist, slippery, and I 
found myself straining against him. 

The major lifted his hands from my back, slid them 
under my armpits and caught hold of my breasts. Be- 
neath the knit wool they were naked, nipples stiffly up- 
right. His fingers were curiously gentle, sliding the wool 
around and around so that its fibres scratched at sensitive 
nerves. 

The major breathed, “I say, I say!” 

I took it as a compliment. I moaned to let him know 
how much he was affecting me. The jacket hem of my 
woolen suit was anchored to my middle by a belt. The 
major undid the belt, let it fall, lifted up the knit jacket. 
My breasts protruded big and white as he rolled the wool 
to my armpits. 

He was a love baby, this one. His lips went to my 
swollen globes and he began to kiss them, underside, top- 
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side, and right in the middle. His mouth began to draw 
on each nipple as he flitted from one to the other like a 
bee after nectar. He even made a buzzing sound, deep in 
his throat. 

I caught his head, lifted it, whispered into his ear, 
“You've been in India, major. Surely you must dig the 
ausunneh, the eighty-four love postures of the goddess of 
ruttee?” 

The major grinned, moving his middle back and forth 
against me. “The old-fashioned way is good enough for 
me.” 

I laughed up at him, I drew back and shimmied my 
shoulders, making my nipples bounce. The major licked 
his lips. His eyes glistened. I breathed, “Don’t be an old 
stick in the mud. Live it up, major.” 

My hands went to his clothes, began stripping him 
down. He stripped real good, being lean and rangy. Re- 
membering Joe Hoskins, I wondered if all killer types 
were built this way. His manhood was enormous. 

“The girls in India call me wshvah,” he chuckled, see- 
ing my interest. “It means a man who has the build of 
a stallion.” i 

“They found a good name,” I breathed. 

He reached for me, but I twisted away, laughing, 
naked above my woolen skirt. I was tremendously ex- 
cited myself. The idea that this man was going to die 
within the hour was doing something to my female hor- 
mones. 

“Don’t rush it,” I told him. “I want to enjoy this, It 
isn’t every day I find a man like you.” 

The flattery pleased him. He growled, “Come on, get 
naked yourself. I’m flesh and blood, you know.” 

I raised my skirt to my hips. I had on the customary 
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garterbelt and black nylons. The major drew a deep 
breath and breathed, “They would call you sister to Par- 
vuttee, the bride of Shiva, who is the goddess of all kinds — 
of carnal love. Or chitrinee, who is a royal harlot to 
kings and sultans. It’s quite a compliment, you know.” 

I ran my fingernails down his front. I gripped him, I 
fondled him until he sobbed. Then I drew back and let 
him come for me, hands out to grip and squeeze my rock- 
hard breasts until pain sent a tingle down into the soles 
of my feet. His lips caressed by belly in the ritual auparis- 
taka, so favored by the women of the river districts of 
Indus and Iravati. 

He turned me, kissed my spine down to the rising 
mounds of my buttocks. These also he kissed, as if I were 
the goddess Parvuttee and he the high priest, the poo- 
jaree. His lips and his tongue were like silver whips strik- 
ing the very nerve centers of my own eroticism. I could 
not stay still. Feet together, I swayed my hips in a circle, 
as the bayaderes are wont to do, those temple prostitutes 
whose days and nights are spent solely in a dedication to 
sexual embraces. He-swung me about, adoring me with 
his open mouth. 

Apparently Major Baker liked this shuttlecock play, 
for he whinnied like a horse and clasped my hips in his 
arms, biting and mouthing those parts which are called 
yoni, making the kamasalila to flow. 

“You are the pudminee, the woman of the lotus, whose 
flesh is scented like the newly opened lily, whose liquids 
flow like honey,” he whimpered. 

I smiled. I knew the litany of lust he intoned. I have 
never been in India, but I read a Jot and I remember what 
I read. Some people call it a photographic memory. 

“And you are the wshvah, who is brother in his desires 
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to the very Ganges when in flood, which inundates the 
world,” I breathed. 

“Thy breasts are those of the Dark Mother, the holy 
Kali, that drive men mad with desire.” 

“Your membrum is the lingam of great Shiva.” 

“Thy hips are the valleys and the hills of Mother In- 


dia, thy thighs the alabaster pillars which support her — 


sacred temples.” 

The song went on, and grew progressively more inti- 
mate until I was bent above his back while he indulged 
his fancy with the rite of the mouth congress. I was dis- 
covering that I could take only so much of the auparis- 
taka. I was shaking like a leaf. 

I grabbed him, threw him down on the floor. 

He laughed up at me, eyes brilliant as he studied the 
vee of my quivering thighs. “Jolly good show, what?” 

“T'll show you what a good show is” I whispered, “Sit 
up—in the wttana-bandha pose.” 

He nodded knowingly. His left leg stretched out, his 
right heel jammed up against his inner thigh. He leaned 
back on his arms, fingers widespread on the carpet. He 
could have shared the appellation Linganaut—he of the 
celestial organ—with the god Mahadeva. 

“Wait, ducks,” he. breathed. “In my valise over there, 
by the foot of the bed, on the slat-rest. You’ll find three 
sulphur rings there—yellow, they are—and be a good girl. 
Bring them to me.” 

I found the rings, I brought them to him, watched him 
fit them into place. I was very curious. I had heard of 
these sulphur rings, which are placed upon the rigid male 
member and which so enhances the pleasure of the 
woman, but I had never had an opportunity to see them. 

When he was done, the major was blood-brother to the 
lifelike starute of Lord Shiva in the Ishwara Temple of 
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Benares. The temple priestesses perform the lewd dance 
of the bayadere before that idol, and the idol responds as 
might a man, even to the yielding up of the life fluid. 

“Now, love,” the man breathed. 

I assumed the attitude of the purushayita-bbramara- 
bandba, squatting downward with my feet placed apart. 
This sinking down upon the male organ is known in the 
Hindu love manuals as the cow-milker position. It en- 
ables the woman to achieve with her constrictor vaginae 
muscles the complete manipulation of the upright in- 
truder. 

Few women in the western world are aware of the 
power of their internal muscles. The prudery that has 
denied so much erotic lore to the women of the West in 
the past has often denied the very existence of the con- 
strictor vaginate muscles, but the temple prostitutes of 
India, the owled nail of northern Africa, the geisha girls 
of Japan, can testify to their dexterity with this part of 
their anatomy. 

As I slid back and forth upon the major, I felt the re- 
action of the sulphur rings, stinging, exacerbating, rous- 
ing. I wondered at the ingenuity of the unknown genius 
who first invented such things.-I told myself I would 
have to make David Anderjanian a gift of those rings 
when I got back to the States. If I got back, if I did not 
melt and die away with pleasure right here and now. 

For Major Blake was driving me insane with desire. 

There is a state into which a woman falls when beset 
by lust that has been called nakhara, It is distinguished by 
the shrill, keening cry, the scratching of nails on her © 
love partner, the shaking of the head, the grip of Rati 
with the thighs. I fell into the makhara very easily, ex- 
cept that I did not use my nails on him. Not yet, This 
mad delight could not end so soon. 


55 











My arms went about him, I clasped him to me, within 
the circle of my arms and within that other circle which 
the Hindus so revere. My yoni yearned and churned. My 
hips and buttocks bounced. I drove the major and myself 
crazy with my contortions. 

My false fingernails scraped lightly over his back. Each 
fingernail was coated with a chemical which would cause 
death in half an hour. I toyed with the thought that this 
man was as good as dead, despite his enormous vitality at 
the moment. 

The thought of death is closely associated with desire. 
There seems to be some psychic connection between 
them, for how else can we explain the fact that the birth 
of male babies goes up in astronomical figures during and 
right after a war? The gladitorial exhibits in ancient 
Rome, where death was a commonplace happening, 
where the arena sands were soaked with blood and the 
attendants drew the corpses out of the way with long 
hooks sunk deep into still quivering flesh, always roused 
-the matrons of Rome. After each gladitorial combat, the 
number of amorous women gathered about the door out 
of which gladiators emerged blocked all street traffic. 

There may be a touch of sado-masochism in each one 
of us. Some men, some women, enjoy being humiliated; 
others relish the idea of the power motif, those who do 
the humilitating. Bondage, whipping, certain sexual acts, 
are all a part of this primitive appeal. Blood lust, you may 
call it. The battle of the sexes. In a matriarchal society, 
women are dominant; in a patriarchal society, men rule 
the roost. 

Now as my poisonous nails grazed his flesh, I felt sister 
under the skin to the Roman matrons, to those war brides, 
to the matriarchal rulers of the Marquesas Islands tribes. 
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To add to my erotic frenzy was the fact that I would be 
both mistress and murderer. 

I scratched lightly. I did not penetrate the skin. 

The night was young. There were other devotions we 
could pay to Shiva and Parvuttee. The major pushed me — 
away, suggested I lie at the edge of the bed. : 

I did as he advised. I assumed the Uttana-bandha posi- 
tion on my back. I asked, “All eleven variations, Honey?” 

His laughter was deep as he slid forward. “We'll give 
it a try, if you like. First, the samapada.” 

He caught my legs, lifted them so my bare soles rested 
on his shoulders: He was a battering ram slamming into 
me. Without breaking the rhythm of his action, he low- 
ered my legs so that they lay on either side of his waist in 
the traditional magara. 

One of my heels went up to his head, the other 
stretched out so my bare sole rested on the carpet: the 
traivikrama. We were just sliding into position number 
four, the wyomapada—in which I raised, my legs with my 
hands hooked behind the knees to lift them—when I felt 
the major cry out sharply. 

I clung to the major as woman has clung to man all 
through the ages. My hips swung around and around. My 
thighs were the yawning jaws of the nutcracker. I panted. 
I sobbed. 

And when I felt the convulsion come upon his body, 
when my own flesh was borne up in this tornado of the 
senses, I dug my nails deep into his back. Into his flesh 
I sank them, as he bellowed, impaled upon the goad of 
desire and the lash of pain. He stiffened, his eyes rolled 
back in his head, yet he went on thrusting into, me. 

How long we lay on the bed with the major dying on 
top of me, I shall never know. I was lost in an Elysium 
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of the spirit, for the man from Rangoon did not die 
quickly. He flailed me, as if he realized I had killed him 
and he would punish me for the fact. Yet the punishment 
was akin to pleasure, to maddened, uncontrollable delight. 

I fainted at long last. 

When my eyes opened, I shuddered in revulsion. The 
body on top of me was growing cold. I thrust it aside, I 
ran into the bathroom and was sick. I clung to the wall 
and let horror ripple over my flesh, I was some sort of 
beast, I told myself. I could have walked in on the major 
and garrotted him. 

Instead— 

After a time, my stomach settled. _ 

I crawled into my knit dress. I brushed back my hair. 
Then I began a systematic search of the room. 

I found airplane tickets for a B.O.A.C. flight from 
Hong Kong to Tokyo, then on to Honolulu and San 
Francisco. The flight was for three days from now, the 
10:15 a.m. flight 45 out of the Kai Tak Airport. 

Why the delay of three days? 

I should have thought that Tz’u Hsi would despatch 
his death dogs to the States as fast as possible, to strike 
again and again at the President. There is safety—and pos- 
sible success—in numbers. Maybe I just didn’t understand 
the Oriental mind. 

I flipped the airplane tickets against my palm. One man 
would never keep his intended rendezvous with the Presi- 
dent. He lay now, chilling to rigor mortis, on his crum- 
pled bed. I sighed. At least he had died happy. 

I searched for another half hour, but found nothing 
beyond the B.O.A.C., tickets. Not even a gun. I supposed 
the muder weapon was hidden away in another suitcase, 
perhaps in the airport terminal itself. 
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Chapter Four 


His hand was upraised to knock. 

His slanted eyes went wide as surprise cracked his 
bland Oriental mask. The breath hissed in his throat 
while he looked at me, then beyond me at the room. I 
think if he had seen the major then, he would have turned 
and walked off into the night. 

He did not see the major, nor did he recognize me. 

“Who are you?” he growled. 

“The name’s Kathy—not that it’s any of your business. 
Kathy Monroe. I'm a girl guide, you know? To Hong 
Kong.” 

“Where is Major Blake?” 

I shrugged, playing it tough, but my heart was right 
up there peeking past my tonsils. “Inside, I guess. He fell 
asleep.” 

“And you have robbed him,” Tz’u Hsi smiled. It was 
not a pretty smile. It was cold and deadly. If a snake 
could smile as he struck, then Tz’u Hsi was grinning like 
a rattler. 

His hand went between my breasts. He pushed me far- 
ther into the room. I brought both my hands to his wrists 
and was about to apply the bent armlock hold plus a 
body drop, when a man-mountain appeared in the door- 
way. 

I needed no introduction, This huge piece of human 
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flesh, bone and muscle could be only one person, the man 
Tz’u Hsi called his muscleman. Sung. He filled the door 
from side to side and from top to bottom. I have never 
seen a bigger chest and wider shoulders on a human being. 

His fat moon face grinned at me. His pig eyes were 
almost hidden between slabs of flesh, but his eye-pouches 
could not contain the cruel glint in them. His hands came 
up and he flexed his fingers. His hands were a foot across, 
honest Injun! 

Tz’u Hsi laughed softly. 

“He frightens you, does Sung, ha? There is no need to 
be afraid. If the major is asleep and unharmed, other than 
the temporary loss of virility, you may leave whenever 
you like.” 

I took a sideways step toward the door. Silly me. I 
don’t think I could have wedged past Sung and out into 
the corridor even if Sung made no attempt to stop me. 
He just stood there and grinned, daring me to try to get 
past him. 

Tz’u Hsi moved through the living room and entered 
the bedroom. I had to act fast. I left my feet as though I 
were being shot from a cannon. I rammed both feet in 
Sung, sinking my stiletto heels deep into his big belly. 

Sung howled, but he never budged. 

Tz’u Hsi called, “Bring her in here, Sung.” 

_ The big man lunged for me, leaving the door un- 
guarded.-My hands went to his wrist—which they had 
trouble spanning—and then to his fingers. I caught those 
living sausages in my hands, turned my back and yanked. 

I could never have budged him if Sung hadn’t been 
coming at me. He was too heavy. But judo uses the 
weight and strength of an opponent, turning it back 
against himself. Sung almost crushed me as I took him 
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across my spine, but my legs are strong as well as pretty. 
My gams bent, they straightened, and Sung went flying 
upside down through the air. 

He landed on a chair. The chair splintered and fell 
apart under his weight. I did not stay to look. I whirled 
and ran for the door. 

Tzu Hsi was standing in the bedroom doorway, star- 
ing. He lifted his hands, clapping them together. I went 
out the door like a cannonball, skidded, and started to 
run. Two Chinese men came toward me in answer to 
that handclap. 

I whirled to flee in the opposite direction. Two more 
men came out of the shadows. We all met in a tangle of 
hands and legs. 

I hit a temple with the edge of my hand. I formed a 
- cone of my fingers and rammed it into a throat. I used a 
knee on a third man. 

My hands were fastening for the bent-arm hip throw 
when two monstrous arms went about my middle, hoist- 
ing me off my feet. I felt my hands tear loose. I saw the 
man I had hold of down on his knees, sobbing. I used my 
stiletto heels against the man-mountain who had my mid- 
dle in a bear hug. I heard him grunt. 

Then Tz’u Hsi was in front of me, panting hard. I do 
~ not think he really believed all this was happening. There 
was a maniacal rage in his blood-suffused face and a mad 
disbelief in his black eyes. Twice he struck me while - 
Sung had hold of me, both times across the face with all 
his strength. 

I almost blacked out. 

Somehow I managed to find the guts and the strength 
to kick upward at his groin with the point of my shoe. 
He barely evaded that one. If I had landed, he would 
have been emasculated. As it was, the shoe dug into a 
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thigh so deeply that Tz’u Hsi howled in agony and fell 
back against the wall. 

Now I began hammering like crazy with my stiletto 
heels against Sung’s massive legs. The man-mountain 
grunted, he panted in pain, but his huge arms only 
squeezed tighter. One more pound of pressure and my 
ribs would have snapped. 

I screamed, clawing at the hamlike hands that were 
locked over my bellybutton. I heard Tz’u Hsi hissing, 
heard two of the Chinese men moaning. But only as in a 
dream, because the agony of my crushed insides was get- 
ting to me. Any second, I expected my spine to snap. 

It was Tz’u Hsi who saved me. I could hear Sung 
growling Chinese cuss words in my ear as his chin dug 
into my shoulder while his hands moved on his forearms, 
drawing the circle they formed smaller and smaller. I was 
inside that flesh circle, about ready to explode. 

“Enough,” snapped Tz’u Hsi. 

Sung growled low in his throat, but he eased his grip 
so I could breathe again. He did not let me down, but 
held me there a foot above the hotel corridor carpet. 

“The major is dead, you two-bit whore. You killed 
him. For that, you will die. Slowly, and for a long time. 
I think—” 

. He halted his flow of words, his eyes intent on my 
hair. I knew my wig had slipped, knew he would recog- _ 
nize me if he yanked it off. From the wig his eyes 
touched my eyes, my nose, my mouth. His hand came up 
to the black wig. He pulled it to one side. 

My blonde hair fell down. 

“The tourist woman,” he breathed. 

Tz’u Hsi was not a stupid man. He knew mine was no 
chance meeting with one of the three men hired to assas- 
sinate the President of the United States. He knew also 
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that I had seen Joe Hoskins at his pagoda pleasure house. 

He hit me across the jaw with his fist. 

I sagged in Sung’s arms, unconscious. 

I came to on a table in a room with stone walls and a 
ceiling composed of sound-absorbing tiles. The thought 
came to me that I could yell my lungs out and nobody 
would ever hear me. By glancing down the length of my 
body, I saw that I was stark naked. 

Water was dripping slowly and steadily off to one 
corner of the room. I remembered stories I had heard of 
Chinese torture methods. The water-torture, where water 
was allowed to drip on a forehead slowly and steadily— 
as water was dripping somewhere in the room—until that 
person went mad. The bastinado, where the soles of the. 
feet were whipped with thin bamboo sticks until they 
were not feet any longer. The death of a thousand 
caresses, in which a person was fondled and stroked until 
he or she died, possibly from a bursting heart. 

There were others: bamboo splints under the nails and 
set on fire, the rat that was put on some poor slob’s belly 
so that it ate its way out the victim when a hot copper 
pot was placed over it. Nice, pleasant little things. Great 
for meditation when you are strapped down naked on a 
table and are a secret agent for L.U.S.T. 

They say the waiting for torture is worse than the 
actual pain. Don’t you ever believe it. It is bad, but— 

A door creaked open. I lifted my head, stared between 
my breasts and widespread legs at a pretty Chinese girl 
who came walking into the room. She was a real doll, 
slim and with teacup-sized breasts, an oval face with full 
red mouth, slanted eyes and thick, glossy hair that hung 
down to her shoulders. 

She was pretty until she got real close, that is. Because 
now I could see the cruelty in her eyes, the faint smile 
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that showed she was going to take an orgasmic delight in 
the pain she was about to inflict on my body. 

You get to know these telltale signs, after a time. 

She slapped my left breast with a hand, as a starter. The 
agony was excrutiating. Then she belted the other one. I 
gave a little moan. The girl laughed, said something in 
Chinese. 

Another girl came into the room. She was just as pretty 
as the first one, but she was somewhat older, I figured, . 
because her breasts were bigger, firm golden melons with 
pert scarlet nipples. She was also naked, except for a 
leather belt strapped about her middle. Various gadgets 
hung on little hooks from the belt. Torture instruments. . 

Tzu Hsi came in then, and walked up to the edge of 
the table. His eyes saw the red marks on my pleasure 
domes. He chuckled. 

“You are in the hands of experts, tourist American,” 
he told me. “Men are fine to torture men, but give me a 
girl every time to work over another girl. Is it not cor- 
rect?” 

“Oh, yeah,” I breathed, not daring to look at the girls. 

Tz’u Hsi smiled and waved a hand. “The young one is 
named Wu, the older girl is called Shan. They can per- 
form the rites of torture on a woman for almost a month, 
before the woman dies. I have seen them at work, many 
times.” 

He paused, then said, “If you will speak out and tell me 
what it is I wish to know, I will be merciful. I will have 
them slay you within the hour. Is it agreed?” 

“Tt is not agreed. There’s nothing to tell.” 

“Ah. Is it so? Perhaps you speak the truth. Perhaps 
not. We shall find out. Wu!” 

Tz’u Hsi stepped back. The first girl came forward, a 
handful of bamboo splints in her fingers. One she poised 
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above my thigh, then slid it into the flesh very swiftly, 
very expertly. There was only the faintest pinprick of 
pain. 

She circled the end of the table, selecting splinters at 
each step and jabbing them into me until my legs looked 
like pin cushions with all the pins in them. Then she 
clapped her hands and a third girl came trotting through 
the door pushing a little tea-caddy ahead of ‘her. Only 
the caddy held no tea but the wickedest assortment of 
tools I had ever seen. The idea of anybody using any of 
those things on my female body almost made me faint. 

“No,” I whispered. 

Wu glanced at me disdainfully. She said something in 
Chinese and Tz’u Hsi laughed. He was feeling expansive, 
so he translated for me. 

“Wu says you are a decadent capitalist. You will not 
last two hours.” 

“Maybe if she got down here and let me work on her, 
we might find out how decadent the Commie girls are.” 

Wu snarled and gripped one of the splints, began wrig- 
gling it around. I howled. She laughed and desisted. 

Shan came forward now, lifting what looked like a 
bird-cage from the tea caddy. There was a big black rat 
inside it, with red eyes. It stared at my white belly with- 
out blinking. Shan laughed when she saw the disgust and 
revulsion on my face. 

“No use now,” she chuckled. 

Shan was quite a linguist. At least she could communi- 
cate with me. 

So I lost my pride and begged, “Please, I don’t have 
anything to tell anybody. Tell them that. I’m just an 
American girl down on her luck. I didn’t kill that major. 
He must’ve had a heart attack.” 

This was too much for Tz’u Hsi. He jumped forward 


66 





from the shadows and leaned his hard face over mine. 

~ “You lie! The major was poisoned. Right now the men 
in my laboratory are studying to find out what that poi-_ 
son was.” 

“J suppose I’m such an expert chemist I whipped up 
that little poison?” I snarled back. “Maybe one of—one 
of his enemies killed him, leaving me holding the bag.” 

Tz’u Hsi was thoughtful, pulling at his lower lip as he 
studied me. I had almost overturned the boat just then; 
I’d almost said one of his fellow killers had done him in. 
That would really have torn the rice paper. 

As it was, I had put a thought in the brilliant, wicked 
mind of Tz’u Hsi. It could be that either Joe Hoskins or 
Miguel Sorallo had killed the major, to lessen the odds 
against his being the one to kill the President. I did not 
know then, though I learned later, that there would be a __ 
bonus for the one who actually pulled the trigger. 

Whoever would have killed Blake would have had the 
universal motive: money. It was a lovely theory, except 
for one thing. I had been seen coming out of the major’s 
suite. Wrack my brains as.1 would, I could not alter that 
fact. 

Tz’u Hsi said something to the naked girls. 

Wu protested, Shan giggled. 

It was Shan who began plucking out the bamboo 
splints, one after the other. She was smiling gently at me. 
Once she paused between splints to cup her hand in my 
vee and give me a gentle caress, | wondered what was up. 

Tz’u Hsi murmured, “You may be right. It may be the 
American or the Macao man who did this. But you were 
his accomplice, this much I feel very strongly. So then, 
we will find out which one hired you. 

“But we shall not be as harsh as otherwise we might 
have been. Perhaps it should be Joe Hoskins strapped 
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down on that table, or Miguel Sorolla. You will tell me 
which it shall be.” 

His hand made a little signal. We came forward with 
an atomizer filled with a fine red substance. She took up 
a position between my outspread thighs and began squirt- 
ing a reddish powder onto my privacy. 

I guess I had a curious look on my face because Shan 
came close and, placing her hands on my breasts, began 
to fondle them. She whispered, “We not to hurt you, no. 
We to please you.” 

Well, this was a switch! The only trouble was, I did 
not believe it. Wu and Shan were just setting me up for 
the kill. Tz’u Hsi had gone down to the end of the table, 
staring at the reddish powder being sprayed on me. He 
was smiling faintly. From time to time, he glanced up at 
my face. 

He said, “I do not wish to hurt you, if you’re a smart 
girl. That means I want you to tell me who killed Major 
Blake, or who hired you to do the killing. I we let you 
go as soon as you speak.” 

In a pig’s eye, Charley! I thought. 

Shan was plucking my nipples, gripping them between 
her forefingers and thumbs, rapidly twisting them, lifting 
them and pinching in a pulsation that sent stabs of delight 
down across my vital areas. And speaking of my more 
intimate parts, there was a growing sense of irritation, of 
moisture, of swelling. My thighs worked. 

Tz’u Hsi laughed, staring at me. 

“You Westerners deny there is any such things as an 
aphrodisiac. The more fools, you. Powdered kawaunch 
is being squirted on you. Kawaunch is the cowage plant, 
a hairy pod which when ground up and mixed with a 
touch of hemp or hashish, can work wonders in a woman. 
You will see, you will see.” 
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I touched my lips with a suddenly dry tongue. The 
swelling was greater, so was the throb, throb, throb. I 
was coming alive down there between my girl-girl thighs, 
so much alive that I could not control the spastic reac- 
tions of my body. 

“Why?” I blurted, to distract myself from my own 
flesh. “Why do this in-instead of the b-b-bamboo 
s-splints?” 

I was losing control, surely but steadily. Wu said some- 
thing in Chinese and Tz’u Hsi chuckled. 

“Wu says you are hot subject, very easy to stir up. 
I can attest to that, from personal experience. But to get 
back to your question. 

“Tf you are not the guilty party, we do not wish to in- 
convenience you more than is absolutely necessary. 
There is no need to destroy your so lovely body when it 
is someone else who should be destroyed. Simple logic, 
is it not? So then, we still must make you talk, to name 
the man who planned the major’s death.” 

I had one thing going for me. Tz’u Hsi did not suspect 
I was a L.U.S.T. agent. There would have been no hope 
at all, then. ; 

Tz’u Hsi licked his lips, staring at me. I was squirming 
more vigorously now, for the powdered cowage was 
building up a storm. It bit, it heated, it stung. My flesh 
swelled fiercely. 

“This is why we apply the kawaunch, to make you so 
filled with desire that you will gladly, happily speak out 
whatever it is we wish to know, so that Wu or Shan or 
even I, myself, will assuage that artificially induced hun- 
ger of the flesh.” 

Wu had joined Shan in attacking my sensitive nipples. 
They bent above me, toying with my: hard brown cones, 
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kissing them, licking them, suckling them into their soft, | 
moist mouths. I was going nuts, 

Tzu Hsi went on talking. “You must not underesti- 
mate me, my dear American tourist girl. I am not just 
Tzu Hsi, the Chinese merchant. Oh, no. I am also a part 
of D.R.A.G.O.N. And what is D.R.A.G.O.N., you ask? 

“D.R.A.G.O.N. stands for the Dedicated Red Army 
Guards of Nanking. Why Nanking? Because it was in 
Nanking where blessed Mao Tse-tung himself suggested 
its formation. We have our agents everywhere across the 
world, in Africa, in Europe. In Asia naturally, and in the 
Americas, both North and South. We are a very efficient 
people, we Chinese.” 

We L.U.S.T. people didn’t have enough to worry 
about with H.A.T.E.—the Humanitarian Alliance for To- 
tal Espionage—now we had to fret about D.R.A.G.O.N. 
as well. 

“Tt is D.R.A.G.O.N. who brought Major Blake from 
Rangoon.” He laughed at my expression, and leaned an 
elbow on the torture table, reaching out with a forefinger 
to tickle me. “We also brought a man named Miguel 
Sorolla from Macao and an American from San Fran- 
cisco. You have already met the American. His name is 
Joseph Hoskins.” 

I moaned. My middle arched as best it could against 
the straps that held it. I was on fire. 1 was dying of flesh 
fever. I was wild for woo, crazy for coition. 

Tzu Hsi chuckled. He drew away from the table and 
began slowly to divest himself of his Westernized busi- 
ness suit. Wu gave a happy little cry, came to help him. 

Shan pinch hit for Wu, toying with both my rock- 
hard mammaries, kissing them, tickling them with her 
tongue. She put a hand down on my rising and falling 
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belly, began to scout around in my most erogeneous 
zone. I yelped. 

Tz’u Hsi was naked, still staring at me while Wu 
stroked and fondled him. Pain inflicted on others has long’ 
been known to have an erotic effect upon people, even 
quite normal people. I remember reading how excited 
Count Tiretta of Treviso—the young friend of Casanova 
—had become during the torture of Robert-Francois 
Damiens in the Place de Greve. Following an abortive 
attempt to slay Louis XV, Damiens had his feet and 
hands burned off and then was pulled apart by eight big 
plow horses. Alive. It took close to two hours, and during 
that time Count Tiretta, excited beyond reason by Da- 
miens’ screams and finding himself behind the attractive 
aunt of Theresa de la Meure, whipped her skirts up over 
her back and enjoyed her. I have always assumed that 
the aunt was also amorously aroused by the spectacle. 

As Tz’u Hsi was being aroused by my pain. 

And I was in pain. Oh, yes. It was a sweet, delirious 
pain, but it was agony just the same. I whimpered, I 
mewled. Shan was starting to pant herself, now. From 
time to time she turned her head and looked at the naked 
Tz’u Hsi. 

“Will you speak, my dear young lady?” the man from 
D.R.A.G.O.N. managed to say. Wu was still working on 
him, increasing his libido by any method that swam into 
her lascivious little head. 

“There’s nothing to s-s-say—ohh!” 

Shan had squeezed me between her fingers. 

My hips went up, then went down. In another mo- 
ment, I would have been begging. Tz’u Hsi chose that 
instant to turn Wu around so that she leaned her palms 
on the edge of the torture table and presented her hips 
to him. 
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Shan gasped, then giggled thickly, staring openly as 
Tz’u Hsi drove into Wu just as Count Tiretta had taken 
the spinster aunt. There was the sound of flesh slapping 
flesh, and I could see Tz’u Hsi’s face contorted into a 
grotesquerie of desire. 

The position they had assumed at the foot of the table 
is a very old one. If man had not thought it out for him- 

- self, he could scarcely have failed to observe the animals. 
The Chinese have a phrase for it, pushing the boat up- 
stream. The Hindus name it the posture of the cow— 
dhenuka-vyanta-bandha—though some prefer the term 
oolud-poolud, or.topsy-turvy, which is believed to pre- 
vent impregnation, This is the famed el-kebachi, in the 
manner of the ram, as mentioned in the Arabic love 
treatises, and in Western world lingo, it is coitus a tergo. 

Shan was wriggling her golden hips around, forgetting 
about me. But I was suffering enough, what with the 
kawaunch powder and the sight of pretty Wu biting 
her lower lip, opening and closing her eyes and gasping. 
She had a good grip on the table but Tz’u Hsi was in such 
a frenzy, she kept sliding forward. As she did, her dan- 
gling breasts jumped and shook. 

Tz’u Hsi had his hands folded under little Wu. I could 
see the muscles in his forearms twitch as he added her 
pleasure with his fingertips. She screamed thickly once, 
head thrown back, mouth wide open, before: she bent 
again subserviently to the man. 

Shan was whimpering. She cried out something in 
Chinese, and I saw Tz’u Hsi shake his head. I guess she 
wanted a piece of the action and Tz’u Hsi was denying 
it to her. 

Shan bent and put her mouth to my lips, kissing me 
hungrily. Her hands kept fondling, playing with my flesh. 
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When I could breathe, 1 whispered, “Untie a hand. That 
waylcan....” 

“No can do. Afraid.” 

Her face was very close, an inch above my own. I 
could smell the scent of jasmine and sandalwood with 
which her honey-tinted flesh was bathed. She was smil- 
ing, she kissed my pouting mouth gently, tenderly. She 
was adding to my exacerbation with her tactics, though 
I do not think she meant to do that. She was too caught 
up in her own needs. 

Again Wu cried out savagely in the traditional, “Hin! 
Hin! Hin!” of the Chinese woman in ecstacy. Tz’u Hsi 
was breathing like a bellows. His contorted face was a 
book on which to read the delight that flooded his body. 

The table shook as Wu and Tz’u Hsi lunged forward. 
Now Wu was pressed down on the wood, her cheek 
resting between my widespread thighs, her hand clutch- 
ing my flesh, digging in the long red fingernails. Shan had 
been dislodged above me; she crouched, staring at Wu 
with murder in her brilliant black eyes. 

The table went on shaking for a little while, and then 
Tz’u Hsi breathed lustily and pulled away. Wu lay like ~ 
a dead woman until Shan reached out and caught her by 
her loosened black hair. Shan fastened a hand in it and 
yanked. 

Wu came off the table, screeching. She dug her finger- 
nails into Shan’s bobbing breasts and clawed. Shan 
shrieked. Shan dropped her hand to Wu’s shaven pubes 
and did some scratching of her own. Wu screamed. 

Tzu Hsi cried out sharply. He leaped to separate the 
battling girls, getting a cuff alongside the head and a long 
scratch down his belly for his trouble. 

He backed off and shouted. 
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Two big men came running in. Each man got behind 
a girl, wrapped his arms about her middle, and yanked 
them apart. Wu and Shan were still clawing the air, 
spitting epithets at each other in Chinese as the men car- 
ried them out of the room. 

Tz’u Hsi was panting. When he saw me looking up at 
him, he tried to smile. “These torture sessions-do get out 
of hand,” he admitted with a wry laugh. 

He put a hand on my belly, moving his palm around. 
“Are you suffering, capitalist woman?” he asked. 

“What do you think?” 

He nodded. “I think yes. And you will lie here and 
suffer still more—until I see fit to return.” 

Tz’u Hsi knew his tortures. I did suffer. I felt that my 
body was nothing but a bottomless pit that demanded to 
be filled, to be eased of the delicious agony that ran like 
fire-flames all through it. I lay there gasping like a gaffed 
fish, fighting the straps which gripped my wrists and 
ankles. I moaned steadily. 

Time was an endlessness of erotic agony. 

I damn-near went out of my ever-loving mind. 

The door opened. I heard the pad of feet. Then Shan 
was leaning over me, smiling down at me, an infinity of 
pity in her eyes. 

“Be quiet,” she whispered. “They no know I here. I 
come love you, you ae Tz’u Hsi no love me, Wu no 
love me. You love me.’ 

I nodded, quite honestly wanting her even more than 
she wanted me. I raised my left wrist and rattled the 
strap fittings. Shan nodded and reached to undo the clasp. 

When she had freed me, she caught my wrist and drew 
me down upon the floor, where we would make no noise. 
Not as much noise, at least, as if we had been on the 
table. 
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She began to play the game of chicken tongue and frog 
mouth on my body. She crooned as she kissed and ca- 
ressed, she gasped as I returned each caress with just as 
much enjoyment as she gave. 

The women of the Orient are far more honest about 
their bodies than we Occidental girls. In India, in Arabia, 
in Northern Africa, womankind is devoted to the sensual 
life. It begins at an early age, for even as a child, she is 
exposed to the frank carnality that takes place all around 
her home. If she is a poor child, she sees it in the streets, 
she learns from little boys who are just as uninhibited as 
she. If she is rich, she learns sensuality from servant girls. 

Rape and other expressions of fleshly delight are to be 
seen on every street corner. The immoderate use of 
aphrodisiacs becomes a way of life—a short life, to be 
sure, because of the toll taken upon the flesh by these 
aids to desire. But in the grip of powdered cantharides, 
hemp or opium, she cares only to live for the moment. 

It may be the brutishness of their existence that forces 
these Oriental women to concentrate so much attention 

on their own bodies. The custom of the harem, where 
large numbers of females are thrown together with only 
eunuchs to service them, outside their lord and master 
(and how many times can one man go around?) has only 
added the touch of luxury to an already existing prob- 
lem. 

Many of these girls become belly dancers in wayside 
inns where they use their dancing techniques to attract 
either men or women. If there is no man available they 
will readily bed down with another woman. It is an odd 
fact but many Oriental women are completely bi-sexual, 
being neither exclusively heterosexual or exclusively 
homosexual. 

As in India and Arabia, so also in China. 
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Shan was no exception to the rule. She enjoyed her — 
body, she liked the way it felt when she was making love 
or being made love to, either by a man or a woman. She 
was sister to the nautch girl, to the gypsy women of 
Cairo and Alexandria, to the ghauzeeyahs who danced 
naked for their customers at private entertainments and 
then earned a few extra dinars by bedding down with 
them. She was the aulimeh, who is versed in every form 
and manner of erotic gratification. What could be done 
to and by two women, she did and I did. 

We fell apart. Shan lay gasping, staring blindly up at 
the ceiling. I realized that I was free of that damn torture 
table. I hated to do this to the girl who had been so in- 
timate with me just short moments ago, but my business 
was spy business. In the spy game, you learn early to 
have no conscience. Or else. 

I got to my hands and knees and smiled down at her. 
Then I held my hand flat and chopped down at her 
with its edge, across her temple. 

I did not kill her, I only knocked her cold. The temple 
chop can kill, if swung with full strength. It can also stun, 
when used with restraint. I restrained myself with Shan, 
because I liked her. 
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Chapter Five 


I did not like Wu—and Wu would be coming soon. 

I stepped over thé inert Shan, flexing my fingers. I 
would have to work fast, for Tz’u Hsi and his musclemen 
would be in on me within seconds if Wu so much as 
uttered an audible moan. I took up my place j ieee behind 
the closed door. 

Shan lay a little out of the range of vision of anyone 
entering the room. Wu would have to turn her head to 
see Shan, although she would be able to see the torture 
table clearly enough. Would she let out a scream when 
she did not see me lying across it? Would she back out 
of the doorway and go shrieking up the corridor for 
Tzu Hsi? I felt a chill ripple down my spine. 

I had to take the chance. I told myself I was free of 
that damn table and that I would not willingly let myself 
be strapped on it a second time. If I did, I knew that I 
was a dead, dead girl. I went on flexing my fingers. What 
I had in mind for little Wu demanded perfect execution. 

Very faintly, I heard the slap-slap of her sandals. I 
tensed. 

The doorknob turned, the door opened. Wu came 
strolling into the room with a crooked little grin on her 
pouty mouth, 

“So there you are, you bitch,” she said conversationally 
to the motionless Shan. “You freed the capitalist pig so 
she could do you and—” 3 
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Realization burst on her an instant before my naked 
foot caught her just under her rib cag in a wicked kick. 
She bent over, gaging. She could not speak; all the air 
had been jammed from her lungs. 

I hit her neck with the edge of my hand. As she 
dropped, I gave her a knee in the side of her head, Then 
I dropped on her and rammed down at her throat with a 
karate chop, hard enough to crush her larynx. 

She could not breathe through that broken larynx. In 
moments, she would be dead. I dragged her out of sight. 

Tz’u Hsi was next. I felt he would come alone, in this 
early stage of my torture. He was probably figuring on ~ 
a repeat performance with Wu. Or maybe he planned 
to take Shan this time. I didn’t know and didn’t care. All 
I wanted was the D.R.A.G.O.N. man within reach of my 
little old fingers. 

He came alone. He opened the door and stepped inside. 

I had to reach around the edge of the door for him. 
I think he smelled the proverbial mus decumanus, But 
rat or no rat, he did not smell it in time. 

I wedged my coned fingers into his throat, hard. 

He went down like a gored ox. I closed the door and 
dragged him to the torture table. I strapped him down. 
When he opened his eyes, he saw a bamboo rod in my 
hands, 

His eyes got big and bulged out above the bandage 
around his mouth. He made a harsh sound deep in his 
throat, and tried to get free of the leather straps, He 
rattled them, but no more. 

I slashed down across his naked belly with the bamboo 
cane. It split his skin open. His body went wild, arching 
up and dropping to the agony of the blow. 

“I can shred you up real good, honey,” I told him, 
making the slim whip whistle in the air. “Now you be a 
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good boy and tell me what I want to know—or you won’t 
have any manhood left to please the girls.” 

I struck him lightly across the groin so as not to injure 
him. Tz’u Hsi was a smart cookie. He knew I meant 
business. : 

He nodded. I asked, “How is Miguel Sorolla going to 
the United States? And Joe Hoskins?” 

I did not take the gag from his lips. I asked questions 
that could be answered with a nod or a headshake. It took 
me half an hour, but when I was done playing twenty 
questions, I knew what I had to know. 

The man from Macao was flying to Tokyo on Qantas, 
tomorrow morning. From Japan he would head out. - 
across the Pacific on Northwest Orient, bound for Seattle. 
After that, he was on his own. D.R.A.G.O.N. did not 
want to know ways and means, they were only interested 
in results. 

I now understood the three days delay where Major 
Blake had been concerned. He had come in second in the 
assassination sweepstakes. Macao Mike Sorolla had won, 
so he got to fly Qantas to Tokyo tomorrow morning, 
then go by Northwest Orient from Japan to the United 
States mainland. 

Major Blake was to wait two days, then fly by B.O.A.C. 
Except now that he was dead, he was scratched from the 
list of starters. 

Sorolla had a bigger bulge over Joe Hoskins, who was - 
taking a first class cabin on the Saigon Queen, due to 
leave Hong Kong for Hwaii and San Francisco day after 
tomorrow. 

Things began to get a little clearer. 

My job now was to contact Miguel Sorolla, eliminate 
him, then make my try for Hoskins. The major was al- 
ready out of the picture. 
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I looked down at Tz’u Hsi, wondering whether I ought 
to kill him or just leave him senseless. There is an adage 
in L.U.S.T. that a sympathetic agent is a dead agent. I 
put my hands about his throat and began to squeeze. ... 

I had no idea where my clothes were. For all I knew, 
maybe somebody had thrown them down an incinerator 
shaft. Nor did I know where I was. So I tiptoed to the 
door, opened it and peeked out. 

Nobody around. Great, so far. 

I ran down the corridor on my bare little footsies, 
making absolutely no sound at all. I figured that Sam and 
Wu had to have a place where they got out of their own 
clothes for their job as torturers. All I had to do was find 
it. I found it after a few anxious moments. 

It was the fourth room into which I peeked. I hurled 
myself at a taffy-tinted cheongsam. I slithered my lush 
Western-style curves into it and knew right away it was 
about three sizes too small. As I stared at myself in the 
mirror, I had to grin. I might as well be naked as wear- 
ing this thin linen thing. 

Oh, well. So let anybody who cares to look take a 
gander at a real woman. I patted my hip, fastened my 
fallen hair in something that might pass at a pinch for a 
hair-do, and trotted out to face the world. 

Luckily, I was in a cellar of what had been Tz’u Hsi’s 
villa on The Peak. I hadn’t the haziest notion of where 
Sung was, or the two beachboys who had come to do. 
battle with me a short while ago, nor did I care. Maybe 
they were having lunch. It was lunchtime, my stomach 
assured me. 

K’u-hsien had probably joined them over a tow of 
rice, because the moon gate was untended, I simply un- 
bolted it and walked out onto the road. Then I began to 
run. 
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I had to get the hell out of Hong Kong. There would 
be such a hue and cry when they found Wu and Tz’u 
Hsi dead, every window in the Western consulates 
would shake, rattle and roll. I wanted out before some 
wise Red Chinaman thought to go looking for me. 

I got a lift from a thin British woman who chided me 
for walking around in such indecent attire. I assured her 
I had snatched up the first thing that was handy, which 


was true, in order to protect my honor from a playboy. 


It was just a little white lie, but it served its purpose. The 
lady let me off in front of the U.S. Consulate. 

I made noises at the cute blonde at the reception desk, 
and soon I was walking into an office where a man in a 
grey flannel suit started assuring me, when I had briefed 
him on my mission, that I would be aboard the B.O.A.C. 
flight on which Miguel Sorolla was scheduled to leave. 

“You’re pretty thorough,” I smiled. 


He never took his eyes from my thigh as he talked. I‘ 


had crossed my legs and guess I was showing some flesh. 
Anyhow, he painted my thigh and my.hip with his eyes, 
but the expression on his face never altered. I like these 
polite ones. They make a girl feel more comfortable. 

The assistant consul told me that he had sent someone 
over to my apartment for my baggage. It would go 
straight to the airport. 

I moved my hand. up and down in the air just in front 
of my body to ‘call attention to the tightness of the 
cheongsam. The assistant Consul was a breast man. He 
could not take his eyes off my mounds, Well, after all. 
The linen was tight and outlined them even to the nipple 
circles, since I had no brassiere on. But he was a polite 
one, so I really didn’t mind. 

“Your clothes? Oh, yes. Well, now.” 

“I can’t very well board an airplane dressed like this!” 
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“Too bad, too bad . . . ah, what I mean is, yes. We'll 
have to do something about that, won’t we?” 

He sounded sad at the mere thought of my putting 
anything more on, so I giggled. If I’d had more time, I'll 
bet he would have been fun. 

A secretary was sent home for a dacron drip-dry 
number in Wedgwood blue on white. I wriggled into it. 
It fit me real quick, almost as bindingly as the cheongsam. 
But it would have to do. 

A car was waiting outside for me. It whisked me 
through Victoria City traffic, onto the ferry, and then 
deposited me at the B.O.A.C. office terminal. I checked 
in, was assigned a seat number, and made my way to the 
waiting room. . 

The V.C, 10 on which I would ride to Tokyo was de- 
layed for a minor motor adjustment, the loudspeaker said. 
I looked around for Miguel Sorolla, remembering the 
snapshot Lucy Chang’s friend had taken. There was no 
Miguel Sorolla in sight. Yet Tz’u had said he was going 
to be on this flight. 

They fixed the motor, they told us Flight 48 was board- 
ing at gate 3. I walked for gate 3. Still no man from 
Macao. I handed my ticket to the man in uniform at the 
gate. He checked it, then waved me on. 

I dropped into seat 12, next to the window. 

The plane would not take off for ten minutes. I used 
the time to scrutinize every one of my fellow passengers. 
A couple of the men thought I was trying to pick them 
up. No Macao Mike. 

The V.C. 10 took off down the runway without my 
victim. 

I settled my golden head back against the rest, tilted 
my seat, and tried to fall asleep. There was nothing more 
I could do now. I felt certain the consul would be in 
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Chapter Six 


A Tokyo taxicab was waiting for me at Haneda Airport. 
A uniformed Japanese was the driver. He bowed me 
through the terminal, bowed me into the back seat and 
‘bowed my baggage in beside me. 

Then he drove me along the expressway, skirting 
Tokyo harbor and the Hama Gardens to my hotel, the 
lavishly luxurious Hotel Imperial, one of those thoroughly 
modern hostelries which had been built with the 1964 
Olympics in mind. 

Tokyo is reputedly the largest city in the world, pos- 
sessing over ten million inhabitants. Known as Edo in the 
years when it was founded by a samurai warrior, Dokan 
Ota, during the sixteenth century, it had a fine river, the 
Sumida, and an excellent harbor to attract trade and in- 
dustry. By the early part of the eighteenth century, it 
could boast a million people living in its little wood and 
paper houses. 

In 1868, the name Edo was change to that of Tokyo, 
and became the capitol of the Japanese islands. The 
people believed they were a superior race, for all that 
they were descended from Mongols who entered Japan 
around the middle of the seventh century, B. C. Their 
emperor was a deity, and their pantheon of gods and 
goddesses listened to their prayers, as taught by their 
Shinto religion. 
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Long before that, in the 1500s, Portugese and mission- 
aries, with British and Dutch merchants, came to stay in 
Japan for a while, until Iyeyasu Tokugawa, then ruler 
of the Land of the Rising Sun, decided that too much 
ferment was being caused in his empire by the foreign 
devils. Foreigners were thrown out, and those Japanese 
who had become Christians were crucified. 

Japan then became as mysterious as Venus for two 
centuries, until Admiral Perry came with his American 
warships and the bamboo curtain which Iyeyasu Toku- 
gawa lowered over Japan was rent apart forever. From 
its old traditions, Japan became a part of the Industrial 
Revolution; as, after World War II, it adopted Western 
styles and customs. 

L.U.S.T. had made arrangements for me to stay at the 
Hotel Imperial, which is in the heart of the Akasaka 
district. It had a swimming pool, a Japanese garden with 
paper lanterns, gurgling water fountains, and lichen- 
covered trees. It was a little paradise. Unfortunately for 
me, my paradise was about to be invaded by a devil 
named Miguel Sorolla, and it was my job to put the devil 
into hell. 

I registered for a suite in case anybody from the Em- 
bassy wanted to contact me. Then I sat down and phoned 
Hong Kong. My friend,-the assistant consul, answered, 
duly apologetic. There had been a mixup. Miguel Sorolla 
had requested a later flight. He had been seen buying a 
camera. It became known, by checking around discreetly, 
that the man from Macao was a shutterbug. 

I remembered suddenly that in the snapshot of him 
taken by Lucy Chang’s private eye friend, he had been 
carrying a German Rolleiflex on a leather strap around 
his neck, Apparently the Rolleiflex was not enough for 
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him. He had also bought a Swiss-made Hasselblad. Talk 
about your chickens before being hatched! The Hassel- 
blad must have set him back seven hundred dollars. 

I also remembered that you can take pictures of girls 
in Japan in all sorts of attire or lingerie or no attire at all. 
The Japanese are very frank about sex. They know it ex- 
ists, and instead of trying to deny it as the Western coun- 
tries do, the people of the island place it right out there 
for you to see. 

You can go into hundreds of stores and buy rubber 
objects which a man can fit upon his person (and I don’t 
mean contraceptives) which are practically guaranteed 
to give his girl friend a good time. They are sold quite 
openly. They are even on display. You can go to strip 
shows, you can pick up amiable hostesses who regard it 
as a loss of face if you do not find them desirable enough 
to take between the sheets. You can also take pictures, if 
this is your forte. 

There are parlors where women will pose for a 
photographer any way he likes, as long as he pays’ the 
fee. If Miguel Sorolla was putting off his flight to buy 
himself a camera, it sounded logical to my girl-girl mind 
that when he was in Tokyo he intended to use it. And 
not on snapshots of the Meiji Shrine, either. 

Sure, it was a gamble. But I had faced bigger odds. 

“When’s the guy coming?” I asked. 

“Tomorrow afternoon on B.O.A.C. flight 345. If there 
is any further change of plan, I will contact you.” 

I guess Macao Mike figured he had plenty of time for 
Funsville. He might or might not know that Major 
Blake was dead. If he knew, then he must have realized 
his only competitor for that bonus money was on a slow 
boat from China. Why shouldn’t he have fun? 
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I hung up, then dialed the front office. I wanted a 
guide, a girl guide, preferably. I explained to the man at 
the desk I needed somebody who knew her way around. 
I am positive, from his nervous giggle, that he thought 
I was a lez. 

The girl knocked on my door half an hour later. She 
was very pretty, her name was Yoko Akisuri, and she 
was half out of her blouse before I could tell her this 
wasn’t quite what I had in mind. Her face fell almost to 
the floor, and she looked like a sure candidate to commit 
hari kari. 

“You not liking Yoko?” she asked pitifully. 

Luckily, I remembered that the Oriental mind suffers 
from a thing called loss of face, even in such a minor 
matter as not wanting to go to bed with a girl. I hastened 
to assure her I did, indeed, like her. 

“I think you're very pretty and extremely sexy,” I said 
hastily. “You’re a real doll.” : 

“Not doll,” she said, smiling bravely. “Real girl. Look!” 

Her western style skirt came up to her navel. Under it 
she wore a bright red garterbelt and dark nylon stock- 
ings. Her legs were excellent, and she had shaved herself 
very carefully. 

“Yes, indeed,” I gulped, staring and remembering 
Shan. : 

She was absolutely unconcerned about her exhibition- 
ism. Nudity, to the Japanese mind, is not something of 
which to be ashamed, if you have a good figure. Yoko 
Akisuri had a gorgeous figure. I could see how gorgeous 
it was from her navel down, and from the way her breasts 
pushed against her brassiere, revealed by the open blouse 
she had started to remove, I could guess the rest of it 
was excellent, too. 
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“You go bed me now, hey?” she laughed. 

“How about later, honey?” I pleaded, sympathizing 
with her. 

“What you want to do, then?” she asked, puzzled. 

I tried to explain that [ liked to take pictures. “You 
must know some of those places where I can photograph 
girls. | understand there are lots of them in the city.” 

She looked at me as if I had grown an eye in the middle 
of my forehead. Yoko just could not understand why I 
would want to take pictures of girls when she was right 
here offering to strip down for my eyes alone. 

“You take pictures me,” she announced brightly. “I 
pose good. I know photo places, you bet. I pose better 
nor they.” 

I gave up. “Look, honey. I have a husband, see? He 
ran out of me. He gets his kicks by taking pictures of 
naked women. Understand? I think he will be in one of 
those picture parlors taking snaps of the girls there. I want 
to try and find him.” 

Yoko looked disappointed and let her skirt fall. “You 
not like Yoko, then. Yoko go.” 

“T do like you, I do indeed,” I insisted. 

Her lower lip began to quiver..I mentally shrugged 
and told myself that I had made greater sacrifices for my 
Uncle Sam. I went over to her and undid the blouse and 
pushed it down her arms. I put my hands on her breasts 
and shook them gently, up and down. Her eyes grew 
gleeful. I pinched the nipples and found them pretty big 
for an Oriental. 

“Aha!” she exclaimed. “You tease Yoko!” 

I had to laugh. I threw my arms around her and hugged 
her. She was smaller than I, and her breasts stuck into my 
lower rib cage. | 
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I said, “You silly goose! All right, all right. You and 
me, later in bed, okay, okay. But right now—goddam it! 
—I’ve got to go visit those camera cubicles.” 

“Ah, so!” she cried. “We tease each other look at 
other girls, hey? We see titties and—” 

She went on speaking out quite frankly about female 
anatomies. If I had a blush left in me, I would have. I 
could only nod and admire her alertness. 

“Now you're catching on, honey,” I told her. “Right 
you are. We're going on a wing-ding trip around Tokyo 
and we’re going to tease the hell out of each other.” 

Her pretty little head was nodding up and down. 
“Yoko know good places to go. Know girls, too. Get 
them do all kinds naughty things, get us hot.” 

My God! I thought. My imagination reeled at some of 
the things she said her girl friends would do in front of a 
camera. I remembered I did not own a camera. I could 
rectify that with my American Express credit card. 

It was late afternoon. I was pretty tired, but if Miguel 
Sorolla was getting in tomorrow, I had to go visit the 
photo parlors tonight. I needed a lot of pictures of Miguel 
Sorolla to hand around, too. 

Yoko nodded when I told her what I needed. She gave 
me a funny look, thinking that this man could not pos- 
sibly be my husband, so he must be an errant lover I 
was checking up on. I let her go on thinking whatever 
she wanted, just so long as she had a hundred prints made. 

She went off to get that done. I phoned down to the 
desk and asked them to tell me where I could buy a good 
camera. The shop was two blocks away, so I walked 
over and bought me a Japanese Minolta Autocord L 
twin-lens reflex, plus a dozen packs of color film. 

I got back to my hotel room before Yoko. 
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Ten minutes later she came bustling in, all excited. She 
had made the arrangements, which included the services 
of the very famous nude model, Hatsu Odoni. 

“What’s so great about her?” I asked. 

“Hatsu Odoni big hit boys,” she informed me with a 
gasp of sympathy for my ignorance, “and also big hit 
girls.” 

The two-way kid. Oh, well. 

There are many markets in Tokyo. The Akihabara, 
where vegetables are sold, the Tsukiji market where you 
go buy fish. In the Ueno district, the shutterbug fans 
flourish. But Tokyo is a cosmopolitan city, it has many 
distractions for the eager beaver once the sun begins to 
set. 

In the old days, there was the Yoshiwara, which in- 
formally opened its doors in the early years of the seven- 
teenth century. It was a district almost exclusively set 
aside for sex. From the last quarter of the seventeenth 
century to 1775, it knew its greatest glory. Then began 
a slow but steady decline until] the American occupation 
forces gave it its death blow in 1958. 

Today the Ginza—more refined, more hypocritical, 
perhaps—has replaced the Yoshiwara district as the hotbed 
of the fun and games set. There are other sections where a 
man can go for his jollies, but many of them are re- 
stricted to the local, Japanese trade. 

The paper lanterns of the past are gone from the 
Ginza. In their place are the neon lights, bright whites 
with a Japanese symbol stark in brilliant red or black im- 
posed on the rectangle of light. Bars and clubs and steak 
houses, all advertise with neon. It colors the Tokyo 
night, it lends a touch of fairyland to the fertility rites 
which are practised in its neighboring houses. 

You no longer see the obi and the kimono here, either. 
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There are girls in tight sweaters to outline their mammary 
glands, equally skin-fitting skirts to display the buttocks, 
nylon stockings and high-heeled shoes. They are the 
modern Geishas, though they need not go through any 
such lengthy apprenticeship as those old-time cuties did. 
Every girl in the Ginza today is born with what she 
needs. 

Yoko knew her way around. She told the taxi driver 
to pull over, she let me pay him, then dragged me toward 
a pair of doors lighted by a big red sign that made me 
think vaguely of the red light es which used to 
flourish back in the States. 

“Good place here,” she nodded. 

I reminded her about my friend, my husband. 

“Oh, yes. No forget husband-san.” 

There was a slim young man at the desk as we went in. 
He listened to the torrent of words with which Yoko 
Akisuri flooded him. He nodded once or twice. He 
wanted to see the picture. I gave him one of the hundred 
Yoko had had made up for me and a damn generous tip 
of ten American dollars or three thousand yen. 

Yoko turned and marched out. 

“Hey, what about the camera work? Won’ t they mind 
it we don’t take pictures?” 

“We take, you bet. Not here. Go good place. Girl 
there do lotta naughty thing. Get us hot. First we get 
business done.” 

I and my snapshots of Miguel Sorolla hie about twenty 
camera joints, all possibles for the man from Macao. A 
kind of caste system permeates these film parlors just as 
it does the brothels and massage parlors. Some are for the 
foreign trade, others for the home-grown product. If 
Miguel Sorolla went taking pictures in Tokyo, he would 
almost have to come to one of those twenty: places. 
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Hinally Yoko heaved a big ee “Work done. Now 
fun.” 

We went into a low building that stretched away for 
a considerable distance. Yoko gave me to understand that 
the Cho-Cho Camera Club catered only to the finest 
clientele. You paid ten thousand yen—thirty iron men— 
and the choice was yours, of girls, backgrounds, time it- 
self. 

“We in no hurry, we have fun,” Yoko nodded, holding 
out her hand. I put a lot of yen on it. 

Yoko paid the tariff, after depositing the regular ten 
thousand yen plus a three thousand yen tip and a picture 
of Miguel Sorolla, with the manager. The manager waved 
a hand, and Yoko stalked ahead of me through a curtain 
hung with metal beads that chimed musically when they 
clanged together. 

'. Ina large room just off the hallway, there were half a 
dozen girls. Yoko glanced at them, lips pursed, eyes © 
bright. I felt like a dumb kid with her mother. Then she 
giggled and clapped her hands. A door had opened and a 
seventh girl had entered. 

“Hatsu! Hatsu!” she called. 

Hatsu came over, smiling prettily. Hatsu Odoni was a 
living doll. Unlike many of her Japanese sisters, she had 
big firm breasts. Her hips were rounded and her legs in 
the mini-skirt she wore were shapely even by Western- 
world standards. 

“We go her,” Yoko said, after introducing me. 

I went her, down the hall and into a tiny garden with 
a lot of big rocks. A pipe poured trickling water over 
these rocks and splashed ferns and other tropical greenery 
against the background of a big iron lantern. 

I looked a little puzzled. Yoko giggled and explained 
we were going to do the whole bit, right from the very 
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beginning. If there was an extra charge, I could pay it on 
the way out. 

Yoko knelt down before Hatsu and lifted up her mini- 
skirt. Hatsu wore nothing under it. She smiled at me, 
turning slowly so I could see her shaven pubic area, a 
. plump behind, and two really gorgeous gams. Her skin 
was almost white, as are the skins of so many Japanese 
girls, but it was tinted a very pale gold which made it 
look as if she had a suntan. f 

Yoko bent to kiss her. Hatsu giggled. Yoko turned her 
head to say, “Take picture me. And Hatsu, yes.” 

The way she was with Hatsu I could hardly snap one 
without the other. I snapped. Then Hoko set about dis- 
robing the other girl, making sure that the greenery and 
the iron lantern were always there as backdrops, to Bene 
out the color of her skin tones. 

In a few minutes, Hatsu was stark naked. I was sur- 
prised that she did not have slant eyes. Yoko took time 
out to explain that Japanese eyes are not really slanted, 
they only look that way because of an eyelid thickness 
called the Mongolian fold. This heavy fold can be re- 
moved by a simple operation. When it is performed, the 
oriental face looks quite occidental, the eyes being some- 
what round and wide. 

Hatsu bent over, faced me with her behind and écnchil 
her toes. Yoko cried. “Take picture! Take picture!” 

I took picture and went on taking pictures while Yoko — 
posed Hatsu standing, kneeling, sitting, crouching, bend- 
ing, and any other position you can imagine. Hatsu 
thoroughly enjoyed her work, or maybe it was the 
feathery fingertips of Yoko Akisuri flittering over her 
golden body that added a spice to a normally routine 
modeling job. 

Then Yoko clapped her hands. 
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“We go bedroom now,” she stated. 

So we trooped into the bedroom. Now it was Bea 
Sis denuded Yoko, using her fingers, lips and educated 
tongue to repay her for her own caresses in the fountain 
room. Yoko was shivering with delight when she stood 
naked, 

“You get good picture?” 

I had not gotten good picture, because I had been too 
fascinated by watching these girls. There was a delicacy 
of touch, an understanding of the bodily pleasure of the 
other, that would have been lacking in a couple of state- 
side femmes. 

The Japanese treat sex with a high degree of sympa- 
thetic understanding. There is no hypocrisy, no giggling 
innuendo, no sense of guilt or shame. Every person has a 
Sex, every person gets—or should get—an enjoyment from 
his or her sex. The Japanese cannot fathom the snicker- 
ing, snide interest in sex which most Westerners have; 
they themselves enjoy sex, but they see nothing dirty 
about it. j 

And so Hatsu worked on Yoko until the poor thing 
was gasping and choking with delight, her hips pumping 
so fiercely that her fleshy buttocks shook like golden 
jelly. I worked on the camera, getting it all down on 
film and getting myself kind of worked up about it at 
the same time. 

“Enough,” sobbed Yoko, pushing Hatsu away. 
“Enough!” 

It was, too. In another few seconds I would have been 
stripping down myself and getting in on the gentle at- 
tentions Hatsu was paying to her friend’s pretties. 

Yoko was a wise one. She grinned at me, her dark 
breast buds sticking up like tiny firecrackers, and said, 
“You get hot, hey? Is good, hey? Yoko know.” 
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I could only nod and take a few deep breaths. 

Now Yoko was saying something in Japanese. Hatsu 
nodded and went to the low cot, lying down with her 
legs apart, facing the camera between the golden vee 
formed by her slim thighs. Her eyes were very bright. 
Her body was excited. 3 

Yoko said softly, “Get camera ready.” 

The camera might have been ready, but I was not. 
Hatsu began to make love to her own body, her red- 
nailed fingers sliding down to her rigid breasts and 
around them, plucking the dark brown nipples with 
forefingers and thumbs, exciting her flesh. 

The art of auto-eroticism, is as ancient as the human 
body. It is begun in childhood and in some communities 
—in Polynesia, for instance—by the express encourage- 
ment of parents and older people. There is no harm to 
the body in this form of sex play, the psychologists tell 
us. The trouble stems from the attitude of the performer. 
If he or she feels guilt-ridden by his actions, then a 
psychosis may well develop which will have profound 
effects upon the person in later life. 

Animals are known to indulge in masturbatory tech- 
nique, though when a companion of the opposite sex is 
made available, the habit ends abruptly. 

Exhibitionists who perform for the gratification of on- 
lookers are not unknown in our Western civilization, 
either. Some men and women do this as a means of ob- 
taining their own personal satisfaction. 

I put Hatsu down in this latter category. She was 
writhing, sobbing now as her hands went across her 
heaving belly to her widespread thighs. Her hips began 
to lift and fall. 

There are almost as many auto-erotic techniques as 
there are coital ones. Tamar of biblical fame was re- 
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nowned for her practice of the art. In the centuries be- 
tween her day and today, I doubt if there has been any 
change in styles. There is the clitoridal caress, the vaginal 
caress, the insertion of artifical phalli. 

And Hatsu was giving us a demonstration of all three. 

I finally ran out of film. I leaned against the wall and 
trembled. ‘Please, please—tell her that’s enough,” I 
begged. “I can’t take any more of that.” 

Yoko came over and kissed my throat. “You hot now?” 
You ready go hotel room Yoko?” j 

I was, indeed, ready. I let myself be led from the 
cubicle, casting one last glance back over my shoulder at 
the naked Hatsu. She was resting on the cot on her heels 
and her head, and her body was vibrating steadily. I was 
beginning to get the idea that Hatsu was an exhibitionist 
at heart. 

We grabbed a taxi at the corner. Yoko drew me 
across her thighs as she sat there, so that my head pressed 
into her softly moving belly. Then she began to caress 
me with her delicate fingertips, through my clothing. 
Inside of seconds, she had me panting and moaning. 

To be honest about it, I had forgotten all about Miguel 
Sorolla. Whether he came to Tokyo or not, whether he 
would be clicking away with his camera tomorrow while 
I was sleeping off a homo hangover, I did not know. All I 
cared about were the talented tips of those fingers as they 
stroked and toyed and teased. 

Once.I caught her hand, trying to force it toward my 
body, but she whispered, like a mother to a child. “No, 
no. Not here, not now. Later, later.” 

I do not remember getting out of the taxi and letting 
Yoko Akisuri guide me.across the hotel lobby and into 
the elevator. I think I came alive as the door to my suite 
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opened and I found myself alone with my Oriental 
temptress. 

I grabbed her, kissed her, hand-wrestled her body here - 
and there across the dark living room. She soothed me 
with whispers, she told me to be patient, that to rush into 
pleasure is the act of the pig. 

I guess I had it coming. I drew back, I turned on the 
lamps which shed a pink radiance through their reddish 
shades, I knew the truth of what she preached, for I 
usually practiced it myself. I put my impatience down to 
the camera session with Hatsu and the taxi ride back 
through the streets of Tokyo. 

Yoko smiled worriedly, wondering whether she had 
offended me. I flashed my teeth at her in a big grin to 
reassure her. She came up to me, caught me in her arms 
and gave me a big, juicy kiss with her lipsticked mouth. 

Her hands were lifting my skirt, stroking the backs of 
my stockinged thighs, sliding up onto bare thighmeat, so 
gently, so lazily, that her touch was like the wind flirting 
with my flesh. The last rational thought I had was that I 
really ought to climb between the sheets by my lonesome, 
but that Yoko Akisuri would lose face if I did that, and 
I needed this girl guide to help me find Miguel Sorolla. 

So I let her go on caressing my thighs and then my 
buttocks, twisting my hips as if to throw off those cun- 
ning hands but actually letting her know that her artful 
caresses were working a tidal wave of pleasure in my 
flesh. 

Delicately she unfastened my skirt, aiding me to step 
out of it. Her praises of my beauty were quite poetic. 

“Your thighs are the white willow trunks that sway in 
the scented wind off Fujiyama! Your femininity is the 
black silk kimono cloth floating in the Kyoto brook 
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where the dyemakers work! Your belly is the saki bowl 
of white thsin-yao porcelain out of which may be sipped 
the liquid of heavenly happiness.” 

She was kneeling before me, hands fumbling at her 
own body, lifting off her sweater, sliding down her skirt, 
bent in the traditional obeisance, yet with her eyes fast- 
ented on those parts of my body she was extolling. 

My navel was the fairy cup used to water the bansai 
tree, my breasts were twin moons of delight and desire 
that shone upon all lovers. 

She really had a talent for making a girl feel good. 

Then she came upward from her kneeling posture and 
in some manner her clothes remained behind her, there 
on the carpet. Her body was slim, plumply curved at 
breasts and hips, and it was tinted so pallid a gold, it was 
almost white. Her nipples were brown cones, and the 
black thatch on her lower belly was neatly clipped. 

She came up against me and let me feel her nakedness. 
She went all around my body with her, own, using it like 
a giant hand to fondle me. 

‘I started to shake. 

I could not control my hands. I reached out and caught 
hold of her soft breasts and let my fingers dig into them. 
I gripped her hard. I actually hurt her. 1 was ashamed of 
myself, but I could not play this game of tease and tor- 
ture any longer. 

She started to squeal for me to stop, that I was giving 
her pain, not pleasure. I could not stop. She must have 
seen this in my face, for she began to make a deep, croon- 
ing sound in her throat. Her hands fastened on my own 
breasts and she let her fingers sink in, just as I was doing. 

We wrestled this way for many moments, letting the 
pain build into the steaming pleasure of our embrace. 

Then we toppled over onto the bed. 
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Chapter Seven 


I woke next morning to the jangling of the telephone. 

Sleepily I reached out, fumbled for the receiver. “ “Lo?” 
I muttered thickly It was a call from the Ginza Goddess. 

I knew no Ginza goddess, but then I remembered 
Yoko Akisuri and the day before. I sat up in the rumpled 
bed, seeing a fleshy back and the beginnings of bare but- 
tocks. : 

“Yes, yes,” I said into the phone. “Put them on.” 

The man whose photograph I had left with the man- 
ager of the Ginza Goddess Camera Club was here, now. 
He was about to choose a model for his snapshots. If I 
hurried, I could get there in time to meet him. He had 
paid the ten thousand yen fee, which entitled him to take 
all the time he wanted. 

I yipped my thanks and dropped the phone in its 
cradle. I threw back the covers and ran for my clothes. 
When I had my panties and bra on, I clapped Yoko on 
the behind. 

“Up, honey. Patriotism calls and all that jazz.” 

She was sleepy, too. She had worked hard last night. 
She smiled a little, rubbing her eyes with her knuckles. 
Then, as understanding came to her, she widened her 
eyes and made an oval of her pale lips. 

“You find husband-san?” 

I nodded, drawing a nylon up my leg, smoothing it 
taut, fastening a garterclasp. “I found husband. He’s at - 
the Ginza Goddess.” 
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“Ah, not far. Go by Sotoburi Avenue, fast taxi.” 

She didn’t care how she spent the American taxpay- 
ers’ money. She came off the bed, reached for her blouse. 
While she was wriggling into her garterbelt I checked 
my shoulder purse for my Colt .25 automatic, then 
crossed the Venetian blinds and worked loose a length of 
cord, Venetian blind cord is tough stuff, very good for 
garroting naughty characters. I folded it neatly and slipped 
it into my leather bag. 

In ten minutes, we were ready. We would skip break- 
fast, I told Yoko. 

She shrugged, “Only drink orange juice, coffee, any- 
how.” 

We drove fast by taxi to the Ginza Goddess, near 
Ueno Park. It was a little past eleven in the morning, 
and the streets were pretty jam-packed with cars and 
pedestrian traffic. And the ever-present bike riders. I think 
everybody in Tokyo rides bicycles, especially when you 
are in a hurry. 

I raced into the Ginza Goddess’ waiting room. The 
manager showed his buck teeth in a big grin. 

“He here, he here. No need worry.” 

I handed over a tip of three thousand yen. His grin 
grew bigger. He signalled Yoko. “You take there, you 
know—saki room.” 

We tiptoed along a narrow passageway, then Yoko 
opened a door and motioned me to follow along an even 
narrower corridor. Yoko explained that the corridor was 
for those people who did not want to use a camera but 
wanted to watch other people taking snapshots. 

One-way mirrors, I thought. I was right. Yoko slid 
back a section of wall and there was Miguel Sorolla, 
crouched down, taking a picture of two girls, one in 
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stockings and girdle, the other in a black lace brassiere. 
The girls were kissing. 

The man from Macao said something. I could not hear 
his voice, but the girls shifted position. Now their hands 
were on each other, as if fondling. 

“He no can touch models,” Yoko breathed in my ear. 

“He’s missing. half the fun.” 

She giggled. “That come later, when take girl out for 
day. Hire girl for play ‘stab the shellfish,’ if he want.” 
She broke off to take a quick peek at what the girls were 
doing now and giggled hysterically. “I think he want, 
you bet.” 

I thought he might be wanting, myself. The woman in 
the girdle was in her thirties, she had big breasts with 
elongated nipples and a pretty face that had been West- 
ernized by an operation on her eyes. Those eyes were big 
and black, very expressive. Her lower lip was quivering 
as she posed, 

I glanced at my Movado wristwatch. Almost noon. 
Miguel Sorolla had been in here for close to two hours. 
How much could the guy take? I heard Yoko gasp and 
took a look-see at the older woman kneeling before the 
younger one, who sat on the edge of the cot. 

The flashbulb popped. Again. Again. 

The Macao murderer liked his pictures, all right. He 
shoved in another roll of film, then had the girls change 
positions. Now the younger one, slim and boyish, knelt 
before the other. She bent forward; and whereas the 
older woman had only pretended, the young one actually 
kissed with apparent relish. 

Yoko said indignantly, “Is not supposed do that. No 
touch.” After a moment she said thoughtfully, “Husband-_ 
san is give big tip, you bet.” 
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Husband-san figured he could afford it, fifty thousand 
American dollars being worth a lot more than that in his 
home city. He was confident he would carry out his mis- 
sion, he had no reason to worry. As far as he knew, no- 
body but himself and D.R.A.G.O.N. knew he was on his 
way to kill one of the most important people in our 
Western civilization. 

I made a fist of my right hand. Miguel, old boy, you 
are a dead man—so enjoy yourself while you can. We who 
are about to die, salute you, as the Roman gladiators used 
to say. The .25 calibre automatic made a pleasant weight 
in my shoulder bag. 

Yoko began to squirm alongside me. 

“Honey,” I cautioned, “I’m on business now. . The 
Funsville routine is over, for a while.” 

“No look, then. Is too exciting.” 

She turned her back, very prim and proper, but she 
could hold the haughty pose for only so long. She risked 
a glanced back over a shoulder and put a hand to her ~ 
lips to stifle a giggle. 

“Ts be silly not to look,” she announced. “Is maybe 
might learn something. Always like to learn.” 

“Yeah,” I breathed. 

Oh, those films Miguel Sorolla got. They must have 
been on asbestos, because the two models really put out 
to give him his money’s worth. The boyish one had her 
arms wrapped about her companion by this time and was 
engaged with the complete cooperation of the older 
woman in what Japanese term ai-name. 

The flash-bulbs popped and popped. I did not blame 
them. I was close to popping myself. And so was the man 
from Macao. There were ways of telling. Yoko was 
really wriggling, now. Her mouth was open and her 
eyes were bulging. 
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I clapped her on the rump to snap her out of it. The 
eyes she turned on me were glazed. “You like spank? You 
spank I.” 

Up came her skirt. Her buttocks were smooth and full 
as she moved them temptingly. 

I laughed and pinched her. “Not now, honey. Work, 
you know?” 

She looked disappointed but leaned her head against 
the wall so she could look into the little cubicle beyond 
the mirror. She slid her hands between her thighs. 

“Husband-san got iron control,” she panted. 

He had, indeed. But even such control as he possessed 
had its limits. He must have barked an order, for the 
girls whirled and dove for their ywkatas. The Japanese 
yukata is a thin wrapper that acts as a boudoir kimono. 
Under them, even a casual glance would recognize the 
fact that they had nothing else on. 

The boyish one moved toward the door. 

I grabbed Yoko. “Let’s scram, honey. I’ve got to beat 
them out the front door. I don’t want husband-san to see 
me. You stay and listen to find out where he’s heading 
after his little click-click session.” 

Yoko ate up intrigue. She giggled, she sighed. She let 
me go on ahead. I ran, because I did not want Miguel 
Sorolla to spot me playing spy. Time enough for him 
to see me when I was ready to kill. 

I waited outside the Ginza Goddess in a taxi, fidgeting 
and nervous. What the hell was keeping Yoko? Did the 
man from Macao suspect anything? Suppose he were at- 
tacking her? If he would kill the President of the United 
States, he certainly wouldn’t shy away from killing a 
Tokyo puraibeto guido. 

Then Yoko came sauntering out, a pleased smile on her 
face. She saw me and started for the taxi. I waved her to 
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hurry, but she seemed almost reluctant. I opened the door. 

“I miss chance much money,” she complained. 

“How’s that again?” 

She explained that Miguel Sorolla had tried to hire her 
as well as the older woman, whose name, Yoko told me, 
was Tashi. He had offered her. fifty thousand yen, or ' 
close to two hundred American dollars. She was losing 
money by not going with him, she pointed out. 

“All right, all right. T'll pay you that much not to go 
with him,” I told her. She brightened instantly. I think 
she was a relative of Lucy Chang in some complicated 
Oriental way. “Now where’s he going?” 

The hotel she mentioned was in the Shiba Park section 
of the city, not far from Tokyo Tower. The taxi would 
get me there in a little more than half an hour. I sat back 
against the cushions and tried to think. 

Maybe I should have let Yoko go with the Portugese. 
With me, she was like a third thumb. I didn’t need her. 
What I had wanted from her—the name of the hotel 
where Sorolla was staying—she had already told me. 

I remembered Lucy Chang. I thought about Yoko 
Akisuri. Any money. I opened my purse. I had fifty- 
seven American dollars! I lifted out two twenties and 
handed them to her. 

“Go have a ball, honey. I won’t be needing you any 
more. I want to see husband-san in private.” 

She pouted a-little, staring at the forty dollars. “T’ll 
send you the rest, tomorrow morning,” I promised hur- 
riedly. “You know, the fee for not going with me to 
meet husband+san.” 

She knew, all right. She gave me a radiant smile, and 
told me happily, “Yoko trust. No worry.” 

Well, that was good news. I waved sayonara and told 
the taxi driver where { wanted to go. We started like a 
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rocket off its launching pad and drove much the same 
way down Sakurada Avenue. It was a relief to step out 
of the taxi and reel my way toward the front door of the 
Tayabaru Hotel. 

I could scarcely go up to his hotel room and knock, 
so I fumbled around in my bag until I had a photograph 
of Miguel Sorolla in my grubby little paw. Armed with 
this, I approached the desk. 

The husband bit might work with Yoko Akasuri, who 
was a romantic. It would not do for the desk clerk. So I 
made up a story about a man I had hired to do some work 
for me, and that I wanted to pay him. The clerk bowed 
gravely, consulted his file index, and told me Miguel 
Sorolla was staying in room 1020. I bowed and thanked 
him. 

The hotel was ten stories high. All I had to do was to 
get a fix on where his room was located. I took the ele- 
vator and got off at the fifth floor. I walked down the 
corridor until I came to 520. A corner room, facing north. 

I went back to the elevator and rode up to the top 
floor, where I wandered around until I found the stair- 
way leading onto the roof. It took me five seconds to 
unlock the door. I closed it behind me, locked it again, 
and walked up the few short steps to the roof top. 

The day was sunny and bright. I would be visible like 
Mount Fuji if I were to drop over the ledge and climb 
down to a 1020 window. I scouted around the roof, find- 
ing a little tool shed with window-washing equipment 
inside it, some paint cans and paint brushes, drop cloths, 
a pile of dirty laundry, a couple of wooden planks and a 
few worn squeegees. Nothing there that would help me. 

I was about to close the shed door when my eyes 
caught the bundle of dirty laundry. I dove for it, shook 
the stuff out on the shed floor. Aha! One of the window- 
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washers had left this coverall here to be picked up by the 
maid and sent out for cleaning. I lifted the uniform and 
held it up. It looked fine to me, with just a smudge here 
and there. I blessed the fact that the Japanese are neat, 
clean people. 

I yanked off my cotton print. I slithered my curves 
into the coverall. It fit like water in a lake. Who the hell 
ever looks at a window-washer doing his job? I felt safe 
enough. Now I had to make sure I could swing myself 
over the roof edge. 

I wanted no complicated window-washing gear, no 
platform, no intricate system of ropes and pulleys. I 
“caught up a length of strong rope, made a loop of it and 
fitted it over my shoulder. : 

_ I marched to the edge of the roof, north corner. Room 
1020 was just below me. I looked around the roof, found 
a maze of pipes, and fastened one end of my rope around 
what looked to be the thickest, strongest pipe. I played 
out the rope until some of it was hanging over the edge. 

There was just enough rope to do the job. Maybe. 

I knelt down and stuck my backside out into empty 
air. My hands gripped the rope for dear life. I risked 
one fast glance at the window of 1020 and breathed a 
prayer to Amida, the Japanese god who takes care of 
people after they die. The ledge was about six inches 
wide. 

My backside wriggle as I slid over the edge. I went 
down what seemed about two miles of rope; actually, it 
was little more than five feet. Then my shoe tip touched 
the window ledge. I lowered myself three inches and 
now both my size sixes were planted firmly. 

I crouched down. I peered through the window. There 
was nobody in the room. And the window was locked. 
I sighed and reached for a length of stiff celluloid which 
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I had transferred from my handbag to my coverall 
pockets along with my Colt automatic and as length of 
Vescein blind cord. 

I slid the celluloid in between the window sashes and 
wriggled it until its edge was up against the slide lock. I 
shoved hard. The lock moved back, fractions of an inch 
at a time. 

I lifted the window and slid one leg into hie room. I 
waited. The room was silent. Nobody home. I grabbed 
the dangling rope and leaning out of the window, tried 
to throw it up on the roof, 

If you have ever been faced with such a problem you ~ 
will understand the cuss words I began to use, under my 
breath, at the goddam stupidity of that rope. It just 
would not go where I tried to hurl it. 

I could not leave it dangling here. I grabbed the win- 
dow sash and leaned far out. I felt a little nauseous, won- 
dering if Japanese windows were strong enough to hold 
American girl secret agents. I threw the rope upward. It 
came right back at me. 

So all right already, I would use my head. I got down, 
went inside to the room and found a water pitcher. I 
came back, tied the dangling end of the rope around the 
pitcher handle. With this weight, the rope ought to go 
where I wanted it. 

The rope went, the water pitcher breaking when it hit 
the roof. 

Then I came back inside the room and looked around. 
It was a typical Tokyo hotel room with bed, black 
lacquered table and chair, a scroll of some sort hanging 
on the wall above a wash basin stand, a clothes closet, and 
a small wooden support on which rested a closed valise. 

There was no place to hide except the clothes closet. 
I could scarcely wait in there. I felt reasonably confident 
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Macao Mike would remove his clothes when he made 
love to the woman named Tashi. He would not relish the 
idea of opening his closet door and seeing Eve Drum of 
L.U.S.T. dressed in a window-washer uniform; I felt 
confident. 

Oh, well. Life isn’t all ducks and drakes for us secret 
agents. I would have to find another way to get back 
into the room, a little later. I glanced at the door lock. It 
was a cheap Japanese make, no Yale and Towne, Cer- 
tainly. I opened the door, pushed the lock button, and 
closed the door. 

Now anyone could enter the room from the hall. 
Miguel Sorolla would think his lock was still on, of 
course, and would use a key to get in. I had to gamble 
that he would not notice the fact that the door was not 
really locked. If he did and pushed the lock stud, then it 
was the roof bit again. I crossed my fingers and trusted 
that Tashi would have him too excited to think of any- 
thing like locks.and bolts. 

I opened the door and went out into the corridor. 

Naturally, I wondered where in hell Miguel Sorolla 
and his pleasure-girl friend might be. The thought struck 
me that they had gone to her place, but I told myself 
they wouldn’t do that. They couldn’t pull a mean trick 
like that on little old me. But they should have been here, 
by this time. 

I slipped through the roof-stair door and waited there 
in the darkness for what must have been at least an hour 
and a half. I saw one person in that time, a chambermaid 
walking with mop and pail down the hall. I was getting 
fidgety. Where in hell was he? I was just about ready to 
give up when the elevator doors opened and my quarry 
stepped into view. 

He had a camera on a leather thong hanging about his 
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neck and Tashi the camera model hanging on his arm. 
They were both a little tipsy. 

“Good meal,” the woman said, giggling loudly. 

“Now for the dessert,” the man chuckled. 

Tashi giggled even louder. 

Macao Mike reached into his pocket, brought out a 
hotel key and inserted it in the door lock. He turned the 
key, threw open the door and waved Tashi inside. His 
hand yanked out the key and then he followed her into 
the room, closing the door. 

Almost instantly the door opened again. Macao Mike 
looked out into the corridor. Then he glanced down at 
the lock. 

“Damn fool maid must have left it unlocked,” he mut- 
tered. 

His finger touched the stud which automatically locked 
the door. I stood there fuming, watching him lock me out. 

“All right, honey. We've fooled around enough for—” 

The closing door blotted out his words. 

I swore like a longshoreman. All my clever thinking 
had gone down the old drain. Now I really had to work 
to get in there at my boy. But how? Not from inside the 
hotel, certainly. Then maybe from outside. 

A glance at my watch told me the time was a little past 
six in the evening. Outside, there would be a gathering 
darkness. Would it be dark enough to hide me if I should 
appear on-the window ledge? My shoulders lifted. It was 

_achance I had to take. 

I moved to room 1021 and paused, listening. Hearing 
no sounds, I slipped my length of celluloid in and wrig- 
gled it around carefully, glancing up and down the cor- 
ridor. The bolt gave a little. 

In a moment, the celluloid held back the bolt. Care- 
fully I opened the door. The room was dark. Nobody 
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here. I closed the door behind me, ran to the window, un- 
locked it, opened it. 

I crawled out on the ledge. 

The lights were on all over Tokyo. I could see the 
round glass tower of the San-ai Dream House as a column 
of white brilliance, the car lights along the expressway 
going to and from the airport, the red lights atop Tokyo 
Tower. I crossed my fingers, hoping no stray beam 
could spotlight me as I stood up and began to inch along 
the concrete ledge. 

Room 1020 was dark. I had left the window unlocked. 
Either Miguel Sorolla or Tashi had opened it. I bent, 
caught the sill, began raising it slowly. 

No sound. Then‘I heard a muffled grunt from the di- 
rection of the bed. As my eyes became more accustomed 
to the darkness, I could make out two people on the 
rumpled covers. They were very much occupied with 
each other. 

I slid a leg into the room. The rest of me came after it. 
I started tiptoing toward the closet door. 

. “Mmmm, turn light on now,” said a female voice, 
husky and satiated. 

I damn near swallowed my tonsils, hearing those words. 
I whirled, yanked out my Colt .25 and slid a finger 
around the trigger. I did not want to shoot Tashi, but I 
would have to if she saw me kill Macao Mike. 

“Not yet. Not just yet.” 

I started breathing again, listening to the sounds of 
kissing. I stepped toward the closet door, opened it and 
‘slid inside. I kept the door open about half an inch. I 
put the automatic back into my bag and lifted out the 
Venetian blind cord. 

If I got the chance, I would garrote the man and 
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knock out the woman. I would have preferred it if 
Tashi would put on her clothes that were lying here and 
there across a chair and the floor, and beat it. But you 
can’t have everything. 

The night table lamp went on. 

Tashi was bending forward, her hand on the pull 
chain. She was stark naked. The man from Macao was 
equally as naked and was sliding a hand up and down her 
fleshy back. 

“You took the edge off, honey,” he was muttering. 
“Now sharpen me up again.” ; 

“Dinner do good you,” she chuckled. “Movie help 
some, too.” 

She put a hand on his groin, began to fondle him lazily. 
Macao Mike leaned back, crossing his hands beneath his 
head. I wriggled a little, watching them. 

Tashi bent over, began to kiss him. 

She knew her way around the male body. Her lips 
and tongue honed him up to a razor edge. She had him 
writhing and panting with her gentle ministrations. 

I gathered they had gone to dinner and to a movie— 
probably one of the blue movies you can see along Chuo 
Avenue—before they had come back to his hotel room for 
a bout with Eros. Now that Macao Mike had taken the 
edge off his carnal appetite, he was ready to settle down 
for an evening of happiness. 

The Japanese, like their Chinese brethren, enjoy the de- 
lights of sexual foreplay. The female organs of Japanese 
women are protuberant, and rub against the clitoral bud, 
inducing an ecstatic pleasure without direct penetration. 
They are very receptive to a form of indoor sport we 
Westerners rarely perform. Tashi climbed over Macao 
Mike and started playing the game of ‘polishing the shell- 
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fish’, seizing the man in her fingers and moving him back 
and forth between her vaginal lips. So intense was her 
pleasure that her face assumed an idiotic expression. 

Her mouth went slack, she opened and closed her eyes, 
she panted harshly. Her buttocks jerked and quivered, 
they shook like golden jelly. After a time she began to 
grunt. 

Miguel Sorolla was muttering, “Stop teasing me. Come 
on, honey, don’t play any more games. I want in.” 

She just went on toying, teasing. 

All across the Orient, from Turkey to Tokyo, such a 
method is considered to be extremely effective as a con- 
traceptive. The orgasm is induced by the friction of the 
penis against the vagina and the clitoris. In Turkey, it is 
known as badana, or white-washing, in the Arabic coun- 
tries they name this little diversion mik’hal fi mekabbil. 

Suddenly Macao Mike grunted. His hands came out 
from behind his neck and he grabbed the plump hips of 
the woman atop him. His hips arched up, she let herself 
sink down. They began to move rhythmically. 

I could not tear my eyes away. They were crying out 
harshly, they were moving like bobbins on a shuttle. 
Sorolla had staying power, I give him that much, killer 
that he was. Time is a chancy thing, hidden inside a 
clothes closet and watching a couple make love; but it 
seemed to me that they must have been playing this game 
of ‘ten times shallow, ten times deep’ for close to half an 
hour before Tashi began keening shrilly and flopping 
about like a gaffed fish. 

I was interested in her reactions as she sank into the 
honeyed death called gokuraku-ojo and toppled over in 
a dead faint. Macao Mike snarled and tried to maintain 
contact with her. But Tashi, conditioned by centuries of 
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masochistic female subjection to the male of the species, - 


was out cold. 


She lay like a dead woman as the man began slapping © 


her face, trying to rouse her. Sorolla was snarling curses. 

I told myself this was my chance—but before I could 
throw open the closet door, Tashi stirred. 

“You Doyko,” she breathed happily. 

“Doyko? What’s that?” 

“Doyko great samurai. Make love thousand women, 
one after other. Big man, strong.” 

“A Japanese Hercules, huh?” 

“No know Hercleez. You Doyko!” 

“Okay, honey, I’m Doyko and you're one of my girl 
friends, so let’s have another go at testing out my love 
muscles.” 

She was lying on her side, smiling happily. She tried 
to protest, telling him she needed a rest; but his sojourn 
in the Ginza Goddess Camera Club and his attendance 
at the blue movie had really charged his batteries. 

He turned Tashi over on her front and began kissing 
her smooth back, all along her spine to her buttocks. She 
kept saying no, but I noticed that before long her hips 
were sliding all over the bed until he had to catch hold 
of her to keep her motionless. 

His hands were out of sight, hidden by her loins, but 
the forearm muscles were constantly flexing, and I 
gathered that he was treating her to a session of the akagai 
game. Tashi was mewling, eyes closed and mouth wide 
open. 

I wanted Miguel Sorolla sound asleep before I killed 
him; but the way he was carrying on, it seemed he might 
be good for the whole night long. If I thought it might 
help, I would have joined in the jollies; but I knew that 
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the man from Macao might be somewhat suspicious of a 
strange female in his bedroom. Especially since he must 
have learned of the death of Major Blake by this time. 

So I waited, while Macao Mike assumed the squatting 
position and raising the Japanese girl’s thigh, drew her 
toward him for the traditional sword in scabbard play. 

Another half hour. What a man! It was almost a shame 
to do him in. The dim radiance from the night table lamp 
showed me that my Movado was ticking away at quarter 
to ten. Wouldn’t he ever get enough? This guy Doyko 
whom Tashi had mentioned had nothing on Miguel 
Sorolla. 

It was close to midnight before he let Tashi flop off 
the bed, sweating and exhausted. She crawled along the 
floor on her hands and knees, picking up stockings and 
girdle and a large-cupped brassiere. She dressed herself 
leaning against the footboards of the bed. Macao Mike 
watched her, sprawled out on top of the counterpane. 

“Come back tomorrow, honey,” he told her. 

“You pay twelve thousand yen?” 

He laughed. “All right, you mercenary bitch, Pll pay 
you another twelve thousand yen.” 

He got out of bed and came toward the clothes closet. 

I lifted the automatic. When the closet door opened, 
Macao Mike died. But he did not come to the closet, he 
halted near a chair and lifted his trousers, fumbling in the 
pocket for a wallet. He lifted it out, extracted two 
twenty-dollar bills and handed them to the woman. She 
was twisting into her girdle at the moment, and gestured 
with her chin toward the night table. He nodded, put the 
money down, and got back into bed again. 

When she was dressed, Tashi went over to the night 
table, picked up the two double sawbucks and tucked 
them into her purse. 


t 
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“What time tomorrow?” she asked. 
“Two o’clock, afternoon time. I got a lot of sleeping 
to make up. But be sure’ to be here, then. I wake up 

hungry.” 

She giggled and bent to turn out the lamp. Then she 
moved toward the hall door, opened it and closed it 
behind her. The room was still, quiet. I slipped my auto- 
matic back into my shoulder bag, and lifted out the - 
Venetian blind cord. There would be no need to shoot 
him. He would die just as surely with this length of 
plaited rope around his neck. And a lot more silently. 

I waited. I could hear him breathing steadily. 

When I heard a faint snore, I pushed the closet door 
open. There was light coming into the room from the 
distant neon signs that made the Ginza blaze with bright- 
ness. I could make him out, stretched naked on the bed. 
His face was turned away. 

I came across the carpeting like a ghost. My hands 
were stretched apart, the blind cord taut between them. 
One quick move and it would be over. 

I leaned above the bed. 

And the man erupted upward. His fist slammed into 
my jaw like a cannonball at the peak of its trajectory. I 
yelped and went backwards, landing on my behind and 
sliding. 

The man from Macao was reaching under the pillow. — 
I had not seen him put a gun there, but I realized—a little 
too late—that a man who made killing his profession 
would be ready to kill at all times, even when he seemed 
most defenseless. 

I could never reach him in time to prevent his getting 
that gun in his-hand, so I did the next best thing. I reached 
for the counterpane on which he had been resting, play- 
ing possum, and yanked. , 
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His body flipflopped backwards to the far edge of the 
bed and over. I went over the bed after him like a leap- 
ing tigress. My right hand chopped down on his wrist. 
I was off balance or he would have dropped the gun 
before that karate blow. 

He grunted as the edge of my hand made contact. 
Then I was barreling into him, hitting him in the belly 
with my head and grabbing his hand with both my own. 

If necessity is the mother of invention, then danger is 
the father of prevention. I sank my teeth to the gums in 
his hand. This time he screamed. Or tried to, because my 
head in his middle was driving the wind out of him. 

I was rolling as I landed, doing a headstand on his belly 
one moment and then a semi-somersault until I fell on my 


_ knees beside him 


“You tricky Jap bitch,” he wheezed. 

I guess he thought I was Tashi and had come back to 
rob him. I said nothing. The room was dark enough so 
that I might pass for the baishunfu, the seller of spring- 
time. Or in less poetic language, the prostitute whose 
favors he had just enjoyed. 

He shot a hand up at my face, intending to gouge my 
eyes. I blocked his arm and applied a modified armlock. 
I came close to breaking his elbow, but he twisted free 
and drove.a fist for my breast. ; 

I blocked it, but barely, so that his blow caught the 
edge of my breast. The air hissed in my throat as I felt 





stabs of pain shooting through me. As he lunged I rolled ~ 


over on my back and lifted a foot to his groin. He caught 
it on his upper thigh, but he sobbed in sudden agony. 
“Kill you,” he panted. “Goddam, I’ll kill you.” 
I threw myself forward, knocking the legs out from 
under him. I rose up on a knee and dived again. This time 
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I found my target. My other knee went down hard 
against his groin and he shrieked. 

He rolled onto his side, doubling up into a ball. I think 
he wanted to yell for help right about now, because his 
mouth opened and closed like a fish out of water. I 
chopped down on his neck with a hand. _ 

I figured he was out of action, so I got up and ran for 
the Venetian blind cord. I figured wrong. Tortured 
as his body was, it responded to his tremendous will to 
live. He swiveled around and leaped for me, just as I got 
one hand on the cording. 

His hand clawed at the back of my coverall, yanking 
me backward. My feet went out from under me and I 
dropped full length onto his naked body. Instantly his 
arms went around me, squeezing. 

I flopped this way and that. His arms were heavily 
muscled, so that I felt as if a grizzly had encased my girl- 
girl body in a bearhug. He was bending me back, back. 

“Who are you?” he whispered. “You aren’t Tashi!” 

I kept silent, needing my breath for something more 
than casual conversation. I tried driving a high heel into 
his bare ankle, but he hooked both legs tight about my 
own. My hands were free but he had both arms tight to 

‘my ribs with his forearms. 

“Tm an admirer of yours,” I panted. 

He chuckled. “Liar! Now tell me—before I break your 
pretty back. Who in hell are you?” 

“I’m from D.R.A.G.O.N.,” I snarled. 

His surprise was so great his arms loosed their hold. I 
tried to roll free but his muscles tightened and now he 
held me sideways to him. He began exerting his full 
strength. 

I heard my bones grating together. 
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Chapter Eight 


{ almost died right then. 

I could not breathe. I could scarcely move, so tightly 
did he hold me. I saw my mission a complete failure. I 
could visualize the President being shot down, a victim 
of a hired assassin. 

I moaned and started to whimper. 

“It’s true, it’s true,” I sobbed. “I am working for 
D.R.A.G.O.N.! Please, you’ve got to believe me.” 

“Ixnay, sister. D.R.A.G.O.N. is a Red Chinese outfit.” 

“Since when did you turn Chinaman?” 

He was silent a moment. Then he growled, “All right, 
what the hell. I like bedtime stories. So tell me one.” 

_ “Somebody named Tz’u Hsi hired me,” I whimpered. 

He gasped, then snarled, “What the hell are you giving 
me? That jaboney hired me, too.” 

“T know that,” I panted. 

He shook me back and forth. I could feel his grip 
loosening slightly, so I figured if I kept his attention on 
what I said, rather than on what I had done, he might 
loosen up a little more. 

“Did you know Major Blake is dead?” I asked. 

“What? The Tommy soldier? ‘Ah, you’re kidding!” 

“Not likely—not at a time like this.” 

“Go on, damn your eyes!” 

“Somebody from L.U.S.T. got to him.” 

“Jees! What are you giving me?” 
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“The truth. Tz’u Hsi called me in, told me he wanted 
you put out of the way for fear L.U.S.T. might know all 
about what’s happened, and try to capture you—alive.” 

I could hear him breathing harshly. I added, “Maybe 
you don’t know what happens to secret agents L. U. S.T. 
gets hold of alive.” 

“T can guess,” 

“Well, Tz’u Hsi wanted to make sure you didn’t blab.” 

“Blab—about what?” 

I shrugged. ‘(He didn’t tell me.” 

Miguel Sorolla said softly, “Maybe you're telling the 
truth, maybe you aren’t. I’m not going to bother find- 
ing ie a3: 

I hit him under his ribcase with my elbow, a short jab 
that traveled maybe six inches. At the same time I rammed 
my heels into the carpet and arched my body upward. 
He had been so intent on what he was going to do, he had 
relaxed just enough. 

The wind whooshed out of his lungs, his armlock 
snapped apart, and I rolled free. As I did, I put both 
palms flat on the floor and kicked back at his jaw with 
a slippered foot. The leg is much stronger than the arm. 
I think Miguel Sorolla felt as if a mule had kicked him. 
His head snapped back and he made a retching sound. 

I whipped around. The Venetian blind cord was on the 
floor within easy grab, so I grabbed it. Cord stretched 
tight, I lunged. 

The cord went around his throat and my hands dug it 
deep into the soft flesh of his throat. He was still strug- 
gling for almost two full minutes. 

Then the strength went out of him. 

I knelt on his limp body and twisted my cord until the 
flesh of his face swelled purple. Then I tied a knot in it. 

I fell over on my back and stared up at the ceiling. 
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It had been a near thing, just then. Macao Mike was 
strong as a bull. If I hadn’t partially convinced him that 
maybe L.U.S.T. was after him, that maybe Tz’u Hsi had 
really hired me to kill him before he might be captured, 


he would have broken my back. 


I sucked in air, to let my heart stop slamming. 

There was no sound in the hotel. If anyone had heard 
us threshing around, he must have thought it was Tashi 
in here, still going through her paces. Well, this was fine 
with me. I clung to the bed, using it as a crutch to get 
to my feet. I picked up my shoulder bag with the Colt .25 
in it. 

I staggered for the door. I opened it slowly, peering 
out. Nobody. I let the lock click into place after resetting 
the bolt mechanism. 


I was still wearing my windowwasher’s coverall. I * 


decided it was too risky to go down in the elevator, wear- 
ing it. So another trip to the roof was indicated. I would 
dress in the tool shed, very modestly, come back down 
to this floor and take the elevator to the ground floor and 
the Hotel Imperial. 

I wanted to send a cablegram to David Anderjanian. I 
made it up in a taxi on the way back along Sakurada 
Avenue. 

I would say: 


Scratch one, scratch two. I itch for three. Off for 

Oahu. 

The city of Honolulu is on the island of Oahu, and it 
was there that the Saigon Queen would dock, some days 
from now. The B.O.A.C. jet would one me on the beach 
at Waikiki long before then. 

I sent the cablegram, undressed and went to bed. 

When I slid under the covers and let the sandman 
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sprinkle me over, I dreamed I was in a hula skirt and 
dancing like a true wahine for Major Blake, Tz’u Hsi 
and Miguel Sorolla. I knew they were dead, and that they 
would drag me off into ghost land when I stopped danc- 
ing. Man, like I danced that hula all night long. 

I woke up exhausted. 

My hand went to the telephone. BOAC had a big 707 
jet readying for takeoff at eleven a.m. My traveling clock 
said it was almost ten. I yipped and hung up so I could 
wrap some clothes around my chassis. 

At quarter to eleven I was walking across the air strip 
at Tokyo International Airport. I had a slightly more 
than eight hour trip ahead. I had bought a new book to 
read, some pistachio nuts to munch on. I was prepared. 

An inquiry at the Trans Pacific Ship Lines had in- 
formed me the Saigon Queen would dock in Honolulu— 
barring storms and other sea adventures—at sunset on 
Wednesday. It was Sunday forenoon in Tokyo. 

I would have a chance to shop, I told myself. I had been 
forced-to pass up the sampan shops and other assorted 
exotica in Hong Kong, and I never did get to see the big 
Mitsukoshi department store in Tokyo with its imposing 
lacquered wood statue of the goddess of Serenity. | 

All I had to show for my Japan stopover were some 
bruises which could only be shown-to certain special 
people and my camera with its undeveloped film shots of 
a girl named Hatsu. I wondered where I could get the 
film developed. Or even if I should. 

The 707 roared off the runway and mounted skyward. 
Soon there was just clouds below us. I leaned back, 
opened the best seller I had bought, and started to-read. 

Air flight can be very boring on a routine trip, and 
who wants adventure five miles up? Not me. I get enough 
on the ground. I ate, I dozed—I don’t think anybody ever 
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really sleeps in an airplane—and generally let the tired 
bones relax. : 

I staggered out into bright Hawaiian sunshine thinkin; 
about the big waves at Waikiki and decided to buy me a 
bathing suit. I had reservations at the Hilton Hawaiian 
Village hotel that faced Waikiki Beach. Being a new- 
comer—a malihini—I went meekly along with all the other 
visitors to the pineapple island paradise. 

Somebody in a uniform put me into a taxi with my 
Wings luggage, and I was off to my well-earned vacation. 
In traveling east to Hawaii from Japan, we had lost a day 
at the International date line, so instead of today’s being 
Monday it was still Sunday. 

I registered. I took my luggage upstairs, I unpacked. 

I saw the bed. I just stretched out on it to pull myself 
together, and I fell asleeep. I woke up late in the after- 


noon, rolled over and went to sleep again. So tomorrow: 


I would go flapping around ‘in the waves. 

Next time I woke it was almost seven. A nice shower, 
a reasonably new evening gown, and I was braced for the 
Tapa Room with its floor show and Polynesian foods. 
Since my evening gown was black and my hair was gold 
and my features fairly attractive, I drew a number of 
interested glances. 

I was not interested. David Anderjanian was coming 
from the States, and he was all the male I needed. Oh, I 
talked to the boys. I’m no snob. But it was strictly for 
laughs and to tell a joke or two. 

I stumbled into my bedroom a little past two in the 


‘morning, but I'd left a call for eight. I didn’t intend to 


spend all my time sleeping. 

So by ten the next morning I was out on Waikiki in 
two thin strips of orange sizzle plus hot pink by Cole of 
California that had set me back fifty bucks in a shop along 
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the Ala Moana shopping compound. I spread the flesh 
out on a beach towel and slopped Coppertone all over my 
various appendages. I sunbathed. 

Three or four men made a try for the old torso with its 
assorted adjuncts. I gave them A for effort but said I 
wasn’t having any. I am sure they did not believe me. 
Along around two in the afternoon, somebody came and 
plopped himself down on my towel, nudged me with his 
hip and chuckled. 

I lay quite still, deciding upon remedies. Judo? Karate? 
Chop-chop on the chin? T opened one eye. 

“David,” I yowled, and threw myself into his arms. ~ 

A couple of my disappointed suitors were watching. I 
made David kiss me by locking his neck in my arms and 
his lips with my lips. After a while he pushed free, 
growling at my enthusiasm. 

“Not in public, honey,” he told me. “I embarrass 
easily.” 

“J just wanted to impress a couple of local Lotharios.” 

He grinned and reached. 

I drew hagke haughtily, but I laughed. “Save it, honey: 
I'm on a case.’ 

His eyes took in the length of sand, the blue waters and 
the high waves, and he sighed. “I pity you. These work- 
ing conditions are absolutely intolerable. And speaking of 
work, there’s been a change of plan.” 

“Oh? How’s that?” 

“L.U.S.T. has pulled you off the case.” 

“The hell they have!” 

“The hell they had. From what L.U.S.T. learned from 
the consulate in Hong Kong, we know this Joseph Hos- 
kins saw you in Tz’u Hsi’s pleasure palace. If he sees you 
on the Saigon Queen, he'll grow suspicious. He may even 
try to kill you. In any event, he won’t let you get nearer 
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to him than the distance between two goal lines. So you 
can stay here ’till the end of the week, all expenses paid, 
then Pan Am will fly you home.” 

“Oh, David—please! So what if Joe Hoskins has seen 
me? It doesn’t mean a thing.” 

“Save your breath, sweetie. Orders are orders.” 

David Anderjanian can be very infuriating, even when 
he doesn’t mean to be. I pouted. I sulked. I told him off. 


I even threatened to resign. He just went on shaking his 


head. 

The beach boys could see we were having an argu- 
ment. One or two of them were grinning, figuring they'd 
get me on the rebound. They started licking their lips, 
running their eyes up my legs to my pantied crotch, 
across my taut belly to my jutting breasts indecently 
displayed in the bikini halter. I even had an upsweep 
hairdo, so they could see that much of me. 

“Who's taking my place?” I finally asked. 

“Nobody you know. A man. Like Hoskins, a paid 
killer. Hoskins doesn’t know him.” 

“A man will never be able to kill Joe Hoskins.” 

David laughed, so I went on. “He’s used to dealing with 
men. He’ll read your boy like a book, then lower the 
boom on him.” " 

“And you can handle him?” 

“David, I can. I know it! Let me try.” 

“Uh-uh. Orders, honey.” 

I smiled sweetly. Too sweetly, because David got sus- 
picious. He growled, “No funny stuff, Eve. I mean it. We 
aren’t playing pattycake-pattycake here. The President's 
life is in danger.” 

“J know that. It’s why I want to stay in the game. I 
can stop this man Hoskins. I want you to put me back in 
business again.” 
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He was as stubborn as the mule from Missouri. I gave 
up and invited him into the surf. We sported around, we 
made a date for dinner. I decided to be forgiving, because 
while L.U.S.T. had taken me off the case, I had not taken 
myself off. I was having my vacation right now. When 
the Saigon Queen docked, I was going to resume my 
man hunt and the hell with the official communiques. 

Until then, I would have fun. 

And fun David and I had for the next three days. We 
took a helicopter to the coral sand of Kauai island and 
went swimming there. We watched the fisherman wading 
by moonlight and lighted torches in the shallow waters 
below Diamond Head when the tide was out, spearing 
fish. We took a walk through the great fern forest. We 
visited a pineapple plantation. We attended a beach luau 
and learned how to eat poi with our fingertips. 

Then the Saigon Queen docked. 

I was getting ready to sneak out and go looking for 
Joseph Hoskins, when he came walking across the lobby 
‘of the Hawaiian Village, big and bronzed in a white 
tropical suit. He did not see me. He went right up to the _ 
desk and asked for his reserved room. I cowered in a 
chair behind a big plant and listened shamelessly. 

That evening I told David Anderjanian to get lost. I 
was dining alone. I stripped down to a pair of evening 
slippers, then writhed my nudity into a skintight white 
evening gown that was cut to my navel in front and to 
my behind in back. How it stayed together, I have no 
idea, But it did. I put a rope of pearls around my sun- 
tanned neck and a pearl ring on my fingers: Against my 
browned flesh, all that white looked good. 

I waited until Hoskins walked into the Makahiki Room, 
then I followed him. I took a seat some distance from the 
man and never looked at him once—until I felt his eyes 
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on me. Then I glanced at him quickly and mried ee. ; 
My heart was banging like a bongo drum. I might be 
making a mistake, doing this. Or I might not. I thought 
I knew the way to handle Joseph Hoskins. It was a 
method no man could use. 

So I acted the shy maiden while he kept staring at me 
and scowling. I knew he realized he had seen me before; 
his expression said as much. It also added that he was 
trying to remember, damn hard. I didn’t blame him. A 
man who lives by killing other men has to be goddam 
careful of strangers. 

I dined on a martini and a filet mignon. 

When I had finished, I moved toward the lobby and — 
paused as if wondering what to do with myself. I waited 
less than five minutes. 

“You know,” a voice said at my elbow. “I know 
damn well I’ve seen you before—but I can’t remember 
when.” 

David Anderjanian had been sulking all evening ever 
since I had told him I was eating alone. Just as Joe Hos- 
kins spoke to me, I saw David standing near the registra- 
tion desk, scowling blackly at the sight of one of his crew 
blatantly disobeying orders. 

“Please,” I whispered to Joe Hoskins, “Go away. I 
don’t want to be seen with you.” 

He looked a little surprised. He was a big man, almost 
as tall and broad as David Anderjanian, though not as 
handsome. He was rugged, very masculine, and I felt 
confident he knew his way around a woman. He grinned 
wryly, making a show of his hurt feelings. 

“It’s nothing personal, believe me,” I told him, putting 
a hand on his forearm. “It’s just—oh, I can’t tell you. But 
I’d appreciate it if you wouldn’t speak to me again.” 

I smiled and added, “At least—not in public.” 
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Hoskins chuckled. “Husband along?” 

I let my amazement show in my wide eyes. “Then 
you don’t remember me! Oh, and I was so afraid you 
did!” 

This threw him, as I figured it would. He practically 
twitched in his impatience. “You've got to tell me. Hell, 
I won't be able to sleep tonight, trying to remember 
where it was we met.” 

_ I curved my lips into a rueful grin. “You won’t want 
to remember, if I tell you.” 

Little hints, little feelers. If he had a curiosity bump, 
it must be aching like crazy, just about now. I smiled 
again, half encouragingly, and moved away. I let my 
buttocks shake under the skintight evening gown. I didn’t 
have to turn around to know he was staring at them and 
drooling. 

Let the bastard sweat. 

He was in Honolulu only one night, then he would 
be back on the Saigon Queen for a noon-hour sailing 
time. I was going to be on the Saigon Queen too, reserva- 
tion or no reservation. 

. Even if I had to stow away. 

David was waiting for me in my room, his face black as 
a thunderhead. No sooner had I closed the door than he 
was waving his arms around. 

“What the hell’s the idea? I pulled you off Hoskins.” 

“Why didn’t you tell him about that?” 

“What'd he have to say to you?” 

I shrugged. “He knows he’s seen me someplace before. 
He can’t remember where or when, as the song says.” 

David is no fool. He pursed his lips and gave me his 
number one thoughtful look. “He sweet on you? He out 
to make a play?” : 

“Would you blame him?” 
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I paraded around in my white evening dress, letting my ~ 
unbound breasts shake slightly, making my buttock 
cheeks jounce. My mascaraed eyes flirted with him as I 
fluttered my false eye-lashes. 

“All right, all right. Save the play.” 

“Then I can go for him?” 

“You can not. Orders—” 

“I know, I know,” I snapped. 

There was a little silence. He watched as I removed 
my pearl necklace and unfastened the clasp to my pearl 
bracelet. 

“You're hitting the sack pretty early,” he observed. 

“Tm sailing tomorrow on the Saigon Queen, so I want 
to be up for a hearty breakfast. Any objections?” 

“No, of course not.” 

“J take it you haven’t cancelled my cabin?” 

“You're free to go home any way you want.” 

I nodded, then caught him by the elbow and marched 
him toward the door. I bid him an unfond good-night. 

Then I started to pack. ; 

Next morning I ate my ham and eggs by my lonesome. 
David Anderjanian sat three tables away, Joseph Hoskins 
five, David never looked at me, Joey-boy could not tear 
his eyes away. I was rather attractive, I thought, in a 
clinging white sharkskin suit with dark stockings and 
a handcrafted gold pin on my left lapel. 

I let Hoskins see I was aware of his presence by giving 
him a hesitant smile as I walked past his table on my 
way to a taxi and the Saigon Queen. His left eyelid went 
down slowly in a knowing wink. 

The Saigon Queen is a new ocean liner, over nine hun- 
dred feet in length and displacing more than forty thou- 
sand tons. It is the pride of the TransPacific Lines. My 
cabin was on A deck, first class, 
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I loved my cabin at first glance. Actually, it was a 
small suite, with a sitting room done in blue and white, 
with bedroom to match. The bath was Delft tiles and 
gilded faucets. I was going to like it here. I did a pirou- 
ette around the blue carpeting and hummed a little song. 

I waited until we were moving past Diamond Head 
before I went out onto the deck for a stroll. I wanted to 
find Joey-boy as soon as possible so I could keep him in 
sight. 

I found Joe Hoskins easily enough, leaning on the rail 
talking to a redhead. She was chattering gaily, but I am 
afraid she was not holding his attention. No sooner had 
I set my alligator pumps on the deck than he straightened 
and looked all over me. 

The redhead never noticed. 

I started down the deck, hunting a deck chair. I was 
barely settled before Joey-boy was right beside me, 
reaching for a lap probe himself. 

“Fancy meeting you here,” he grinned. 

“T asked you not to,” I reminded him. 

“T know. I just can’t get you out of my mind.” 

“Am I supposed to be flattered?” 

“Drop the chip off your shoulder,” he coaxed, “It’s a 


long voyage. We’re going to be seeing a lot of each other, : 


we can’t help it. So break down a little.” 

I said, “we-all. 2... 2 

“That’s the girl. Now, what about eating with me 
tonight? I don’t enjoy martinis and steaks alone.” 

“You noticed,” I laughed. 

“J use my eyes.” 

We chit-chatted for a time. I was giving him all my 
attention—nothing flatters a man so much as your un- 
divided attention when he is speaking. But I did manage 
to throw a glance here and there at the people passing by. 
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One man in a madras sports jacket went by three times. 
He shot looks at Joey-boy and at me, just casual glances 
that might or might not mean anything. 

However, I tabbed him as my rival—the other L.U.S.T. 
killer sent to do the job I intended to finish. 

As we were rising to take a dip in the main deck pool, 
my companion said ruefully, “I gather you’re not going 
to tell me where we met.” 

“A woman must keep some secrets. Anyhow, you'll 
figure it out, sooner or later.” 

I donned the Cole bikini, paraded down the com- 
panionway past the lounge bar, and found an empty 
chair where I dumped my towel and handbag. I dived 
into the pool, and swam back and forth for about ten 
minutes. I saw Joey-boy come out of the door and hunt 
around for me. I waved a wet arm. 

We swam, we talked. He still couldn’t remember that . 
night in Tz’u Hsi’s pleasure house. This was all to the 
good. It made him do the chasing. All he knew about 
me was that he had seen me before—some place, some 
time—and that I had tried to brush him off. He was not 
the least bit suspicious of me. 

The man in the madras coat was leaning on the sports 
deck railing, staring down at us. I got an uneasy feeling 
as his eyes touched me and slid over to Joe Hoskins, then 
back to me again. I realized he would not whip out a gun 
and blast away. He would be more subtle than that. But 
something told me that if he had to kill me to get rid of 
Hoskins, he would do it without a qualm. 

We L.U.S.T. agents are like that. We have been 
trained to do the job, and too bad for-anyone who gets 
in the way. We are not diplomats. We are thieves and 
killers who carry out their orders as assigned. The pay is 
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excellent, we get to travel a lot; and, to relieve our ten- 
sions, we usually have a ball between jobs. 

I was having a ball with Joseph Hoskins. He was good 
fun, he could dance like Fred Astaire, he knew his foods 
and his drinks. I guess the killing game was good these 
days. He had plenty of money, though on an ocean liner 
it’s hard to spend. Most of your expenses are covered by 
the initial cost of your ticket. Except for liquor, and a 
few incidentals, including tips. i 

After a dinner that included melon ball cocktail Bene- 
dictine, cream soup a la Reine and grilled charcoal sir- 
loin steak, mitre d’hotel butter, followed by peach Melba, 
we moved into the Pacific Bar for highballs. Joey-boy 
was in-an expansive mood. 

“You know, | think I’ve finally figured out where we 
met, It’s been recently, I know that much. Only places 


I’ve been lately are Frisco and Hong Kong. And Frisco — 


doesn’t ring a bell.” 

“You're just guessing,” I teased. 

“No, honest Injun. I’ve narrowed it down to Hong 
Kong. And the only places I went in Hong Kong were 
my hotel room and...” 

He broke off, scowling. “I place you in a more per- 
sonal setting than a hotel. Let’s see now, when I landed 
in Hong Kong I went directly to a private home. I walked 
in on—that’s it!” 

He half rose in his chair, pointing a finger at me. “Sure, 
you were the girl with—” 

I put my palm over his lips and he looked shamefaced. 
He chuckled and said, “Sorry. about that, honey. I al- 
most spilled the beans. Want to keep your goings on a 
secret, don’t you?” 

“Well, if you have no objection. You see, I was deters 
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on my luck in Hong Kong. I got a job as a stripper, and 
that Chink hired me for the night with another girl. I. 
went along because I needed the dough.” 

“Hell, I can understand that. We all do things we don’t 
like to do, for hard cash. So you aren't a poule, you're a 
sensible girl who knows how to take care of herself. You 
don’t expect me to go blabbing, do you?” 

His eyes touched the low vee of my evening gown. 
He could see the white inner slopes of my breasts. His 
eyes told me he might want payment for not blabbing. 
After all, he was a mercenary. 

I smiled at him, quite flirtatiously. If I got him in a 
bedroom, he would last about as long as Major Blake. 
Or maybe Macao Mike. I had been right when I told 
David Anderjanian this was a job for a woman. 

_ “You haven’t even asked why I want to keep my past 

a secret,” I shrugged, making my breasts bounce.. 

His eyebrows arched. “I shouldn’t imagine it would 
need an explanation.” 

“That’s where you're wrong,” I told him, getting my 
lie ready. “In most cases I wouldn’t give a good goddam. 
But now—well, a couple of days ago I learned a rich 
uncle of mine died and left me—no, really! It actually 
happened. He left me close to two hundred thousand 
bucks.” 

I spread my hands, saying, “It makes a difference, that 
much bread. I can live like a queen if I invest it right. I 
may even want to get married. Hell, who knows? So you 
see, I'd like my past kept a secret.” 

“Count on me, honey. Come on, drink up.” 

“Not trying to get me stoned, are you, Joe?” 

“J think a celebration is called for.” 

We celebrated until the wee hours of the morning. 
Somewhere around midnight I noticed that the man in 
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the madras sports jacket had come into the bar and was 
watching us. Hoskins noticed him too, and his lips curved 
ina funny sort of smile. 





I did not like the ‘smile. I told myself Joey-boy might. 


be the dangerous one of all the three assassins. I wanted 
to warn the man in the madras jacket, but my companion 
had noticed the tendency of my evening gown to flap 
open when I moved so that my breasts peeped into the 
outside world. I don’t think Joey-boy had had a woman 
since that night with K’u-hsien. I found myself remember- 
ing how she had complained that her hua-hsin was sore 
from love-making. 

I also found myself wriggling around on my chair. 

I grabbed my purse and stood up. “Be right back, Joe,” 
I said. “I’ve got to see a man about a horse.” I strolled for 
the lounge where the sign said LADIES. On the way, I 
moved my hand in a little signal to the man in the madras 
coat. 

He followed me along the companionway. 

“I think Hoskins is wise to you,” I breathed as he 
walked a few feet behind me so that anyone watching us 
would not think us together. 

“You're crazy. How could he be?” 

“J can’t explain. Call it feminine intuition if you want.” 
He snorted at that. “All right,” I argued, “but I'll bet a 
Chinese fortune cookie he has you tabbed for L.U.S.T. 
or C.I.A. or some such.” 

“All right. I know you mean well. Thanks anyhow. 
Pll keep the weather eye ready for trouble.” 

-We were almost at the rest rooms when he asked, 
“What about you? Anderjanian said you weren’t in on 
this caper.” 

“Tm not. I’m on my way home. I just thought I’d try 
to give you a hand by setting him up.” 
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My hand touched the door. It opened. The man walked 
past, slowly and without hurry. Nobody seeing us could 
have told we'd been having a téte-d-téte. 

Joey-boy had ordered fresh drinks by the time I got 
back to the table: I don’t know whether he put something 
in them, but all of a sudden those Rob Roys were begin- 
ning to hit me. I felt giddy, carefree. | was on my way 
home to the States, my job was over. I might as well 
celebrate as Joey-boy had suggested. 

I sat closer to him, nudging him with my thigh. I 
hunched my shoulders, so the panels of my Jane Darby 
evening gown would open to bare my breasts. His eyes 
began to bulge, seeing the heaviness of my blue-veined 
white mounds and the stiffened nipples. I moved my 
arms around while I talked, knowing the rest of me would 
move around, too. 

“Let’s go find a stateroom,” he said hoarsely, draining 
the last of his drink. “Mine, preferably.” 

If I could exhaust him, maybe I could save Madras 
Jacket the trouble of killing him. I didn’t have a Vene- 
tian blind cord, but one of my gun-metal nylons would 
do just as well, properly used. I had no desire for the 
same sort of hand-to-hand combat I'd been forced into 
with Miguel Sorolla. Once was enough for that. Besides, 
Joe Hoskins was bigger than the Portugese killer. I 
wasn’t too sure how I might make out with him i in a no- 
holds-barred battle. 

I giggled, letting the Rob Roys inside me bubble and 
seethe. “All right, you Don Juan. I’m game for a little 
indoor sport.” 

His arm was around my middle as I swayed. I didn’t 
have to do much pretending. Tipsiness was working in- 
side me. He brought my hip against his groin. He was 
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excited by my nearness. He was, indeed, a very large 
man. I felt sympathy for K’u-hsien. 

He paid the tab, never letting go of me. I felt like the 
other half of a Siamese twin as we threaded a path be- 
tween the tables, past the bar room steward and out onto 
the first-class promenade deck. The closer we clung, the 
more excited he became. I must admit I was more than 
casually aroused myself. 

In the shadows of the promenade deck, he swung me 
against him, open mouth coming down on my lips. We 
kissed, our middles lazily rubbing. His hand slipped to a 
shoulder strap of my evening gown. He worked it down, 
his lips turning to move across my naked shoulder to the 
beginning swell of my left breast. 

“Not here,” I whispered. 

“Nobody’s around,” he breathed against my soft flesh. 

He had me half undressed. My entire left side lay pal- 
lid in the rays of the moon, with my left breast hardening 
like white Carreran marble, veined in blue and with a 
rigid brown nipple. He paid his devotions to my breast, 
his tongue teasing the hard tip. His lips closed gently: 

I swayed back and forth, half because of the liquor in 
me, half because his gentle adoration of my breast was 
sending hot ripples down my spine. I was surprised by 
this man, this killer. I had assumed he would be brutal 
when it came to his sensual enjoyments. But his slowly 
moving tongue, his lips drawing upon my nipple, sent 
waves of passion over my body. 

There are men who take a special delight in pleasing a 
woman. Her moans, her cries of ecstasy are like caresses 
on their own flesh. They become highly excited, know- 
ing it is their hands, their lips, their more personal parts, 
that are bringing the woman to the edge of orgasm. 
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Love play is the most. I’m all for it; but I began to 
realize that with Joseph Hoskins, there was more than 
just love play involved. Maybe he had a guilt complex; 
maybe he figured that by pleasing the woman and not 
‘himself, he was punishing himself for something that -had 
happened a long time ago. 

He wanted to be subservient to a female. He was a 
masochist at heart. Oh, there are many forms of maso- 
chism. You don’t have to like being whipped to have 
its roots deep inside you. I knew that Joey-boy was a 
masochist, despite his trade of killer. Maybe his killing 
people was a form of revolt against this streak of guilt 
inside him; maybe it was a way of showing people that 
he was their equal, or even their superior. 

Or maybe he was so unsure of himself that he had to 
rouse the woman to fever pitch again and again, to drive 
her up the wall, before he felt secure in his own manhood. 
It was a fascinating idea, almost as fascinating as what 
Joey was doing to my breast, there on A deck. 

He had me wailing at the moon within moments. 

I felt I had caught a tiger by the tail. 
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Chapter Nine 


This man was a real lover-boy. 

My hips were swinging, my legs were getting all rub- 
bery as I stared down at his lips surrounding and drawing 
on my enlarged nipple. If he got his jollies from listening 
to a woman making soft yelps of delight, he got more 
than his share this night. My fingernails were digging into 
his neck as I moved his head around, pressing it into my 
breast. I yelped and moaned and whined in a symphony 
his ears alone could hear. 

Then he started in on the rest of me. His hands slid 
under my evening gown skirt. His finger tips moved like 
feather dusters up and down my nyloned thighs, up onto 
bare thighmeat. Those damn finger tips were setting my 
midsection on fire. 

He discovered I was wearing a garterbelt and no panties 
under my Jane Darby frock. His palms slid’ under the 
dependent garters and along my smooth thighs, up across 
my mons veneris and belly. 

“No more, for the love of Pete!” I panted, trying to 
push him away. “You'll have me down on my rear on the 
deckplanks.” 

“Not a bad idea,” he chuckled. But he took away his 
hands and watched me lift the left panel of my gown and 
slide it back onto my shoulder. : 

Then his arm was around my waist, and his big male 
muscles were almost lifting me off the deck as he brought 
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me with him, stride for stride, toward a promenade deck 
hatch. Then we were moving along a companionway 
toward the first-class cabins. 

Hoskins paused only long enough to take out his key. 
The door opened. He pushed me into the dark room and, 
with a chuckle, gave my behind a couple of quick slaps. 
The wall switch clicked; the room glowed with pink 
light from twin bed-table lamps. 

“There, now. We can do whatever we feel like doing,” 
he smiled, slipping out of his dinner jacket. “And I feel 
like doing a lot of things with you for the rest of the 
night.” 

I put a cigarette between my lips, clicked a lighter into 
flame as I watched this big American shuck out of his 
tuxedo and dress shirt. In boxer shorts, he was like a sun- 
bronzed statue. Black hairs curled across i chest and 
down the middle of his torso. 

“You know, honey,” he smiled, flexing his muscular 
arms, taking a few deep breaths so I could marvel at the 
depth of his chest and the solid brawn of his thickly 
thewed thighs and calves. “I really do go for you.” 

He stood there teetering on his toes, grinning. I must 
admit he was all man. His mane of blonde hair, his deeply 
tanned skin, were doing things to my female hormones. 
As if he reveled in my eyes searching all over him, he 
began moving back and forth, catlike. 

Maybe this guy was an exhibitionist, too. 

If he was, it was the first chink in his armor I’d found. 
I murmured, “I'll get undressed, Joey. But just let me 
drink you in. I didn’t know there were men like you— 
outside maybe in the movies.” 

His laughter was thick, sensual. “I take care of my 
body. I’ve always done exercises, push-up, working with 
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barbells, stuff like that. Give me a chance to perform some =~ 


really wierdo sex combinations.” 

“Like what?” I panted breathlessly. 

“The scissors, the piston; girl on a dolphin—things like 
that. You must know them.” He chuckled, standing be- 
fore the writing desk he’d turned into a bar with an ice 
bucket and three bottles of Pinwinnie scotch. 

“I probably do, under different names,” I giggled. 

My hand went to my shoulder straps. The straps came 
down my arms. My breasts came out into the open, 
hanging there like goody gourds. Joey stared at their 
blue-veined bulk, tongue-tip emerging to lick his lips. I 
shimmied my shoulders and my globes went dancing 
around in that sexy jiggle that always brings results. 

I came across the room, hitting my heels hard on the 
floor carpeting, giving him some extra bounce to the 
ounce with my jutting mammaries. I came right up to 
him where he stood with a glass half filled with scotch and 
ice cubes. I put my nipples into his thick golden chest 
hairs, burying them deep, and slid them this way and that 
against his bronzed skin. 

The breath whistled in his throat. My own pipes echoed 
an accompaniment to that sex serenade. His chest hairs 
were wiry. They tickled my nipples and my breastflesh. 
- They scratched, adding to the erotic energy washing 
across my loins. 

“You go the way I like,” he breathed. 

“How’s that, honey?” 

“Slow and easy. No rush. I like things that way. Builds 
up a full head of steam.” 

“Somebody taught you real good,” I whispered, star- 
ing down at my breasts mashed against his chest. 

His fingernails ran down my spine to my buttocks, 
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where my evening gown lay bunched across my hips. 
“She did. She claimed I was going to be one man who 
knew how to treat a2 woman the way she should be 
treated.” ’ 

“Who was she?” 

“A friend of the family. Married woman with three 
kids, each one by a different husband. She was between 
husbands one summer and invited me to spend a couple 
of weeks early in July at her summer place. I was seven- 
teen. I stayed until after Labor Day. We had a ball.” 

Freud has stated that the early sex experiences of a man 
or woman are a mold in which the future sex life of the 
person is established for the rest. of his life. The happen- 
ing at the childhood or young adult level are traumatic 
in nature. They put a mental vise in the mind that as- 
sociates enjoyment with that first and earliest pleasure. 

The fetishist establishes his delight in the love object 
when in his youth. An interest in the buttocks, for in- 
stance. An article of clothing. A shoe or some part of the 
body which is associated in the mind with sexual pleasure 
becomes a beacon throughout life. 

The head-shrinkers claim there is nothing inherently 
wrong with the fetish. Everybody and his uncle are 
fetishists to a certain extent. Some men fall in love with 
breasts because their first sexual experiences have to do 
with them. Others delight in female legs, or buttocks, 
Feet or hair may become a symbol of sexual satisfaction. 

The psychological danger comes when the fetishist 
prefers the fetish to the female. Just her shoe will do, or 
a clipping from her hair, or a pair of her panties—rather 
than the whole person. It is a compulsion which sets rigid 
guidelines for sexual conduct. Nobody knows why the 
fetishist is so affected, nor why two people will react so 
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differently to the same set of stimuli. Freud, who first 
investigated this bit of paraphilia, made mistakes in his 
conclusions, as all innovators will. Successive generations 
of psychiatrists have been busy laying bare the problem, 
adding their findings, dismissing certain errors of judg- 
ment Freud made, adding depth to our language and 
our modes of conduct. 

Joey-boy had a fetish, all right. It was a form of hyper- 
asthesia, I suppose you might call it—the act of sexually 
teasing not only himself but the object of his desire— 
until both sides became tremendously sensitive to stimula- 
tion. He let me bury my breasts in his chest hair, he 
pushed me back and whipped my nipples with his tongue 
tip, he swung me around and kissed my bare back from 
the nape of my neck right down to my behind. 

Then he drew away and left me shivering, my nerves 
standing on end and howling for satisfaction. He was 
just as excited as I was. I could see that, plainly enough. 
It was just that he got a bigger boot out of teasing us both 
than he would if he’d flung me down on the floor and 
had me. 

“Come on, come on,” I panted, staring at his body. 

He took a slow swallow of Pinwinnie. “We have all 
night, honey. No sense to rush. It’s better this way, 
teasing each other. When the final moment comes— 
boiiiinnnggg.” ; ; 

All right. Ie made sense. It was damn hard on a girl 
with hot blood bubbling in her veins, but I would play 
his game the way he liked. Besides, my fellow L.U.S.T. 
‘ agent was safe enough, with Joey-boy Hoskins in here 
with me rather than out wandering around the ship. 

Maybe I could even do his job for him. 

If my date wanted tease, 1 was going to tease him. I 
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yanked the skirt of my evening gown up around my hips, 
showing off my legs in the taut dark nylons, my black 
lace garterbelt and a lot of tanned and untanned flesh. 
Hoskins stared, nodding his head slowly. 

“Yeah, that’s it,” he whispered. “Nice girl, good girl. 
I didn’t have to tell you. You know it spoils it when you 
have to tell the girl what to do, or explain the way I 
like it.” 

I had been around. I could catch a carnal clue when it 
leaped_up and slobbered at me. I walked around the room, 
holding my skirts to my waistline. His eyes caught every 
shadow, every flesh quiver. They crawled all over me, 
and they were like pinpricks stabbing my erogenous 
zones. 

I think the woman who taught him about sex was an 
exhibitionist. If she showed herself off to his seventeen- 
year-old eyes the way I was doing, there was no doubt 
about it. She must have commanded him to sit and watch, 
getting her jollies from the way young Joey reacted, 
from the pleasurable agony he must have suffered. 

Your exhibitionist usually. suffers from repressed de- 
sires. In the case of the woman who seduced Joe Hoskins, 
the fact that she married so many times was proof that 
she was searching for the perfect male, the man who 
could satisfy those desires. And- after she had failed to 
find him, she determined, when this seventeen-year-old 
boy came to stay at her summer house, to make him into 
the perfect lover she had sought. 

This particular form of deviation finds its roots in .- 
childhood, often by playing doctor or sometimes by 
sheer accident. It is a subjective reaction, in which the 
very act of exposure is sufficient to bring complete 
satisfaction. I doubted that this was the case with the 
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seductress, however. She only used it as a means to an 
end, or maybe she excited herself so much she became 
a victim of her own technique. 

Every girl Joey-boy dated from then on became the 
woman who had taught him about sex. If she refused to 
cooperate, he dumped her like a worn-out shoe. When 
she did what he wanted, when she posed for him in sexual 
attitudes, then he was able to relive the summer of his 
seventeenth year. 

I let him relive that summer with me. 

I dropped my skirt to hide myself as I walked toward 
the writing desk bar and saw his eyes flare in avid ap- 
preciatign. The woman had done this to him, then: 
yanking up her skirts, letting him see her legs in stockings 
and girdle, getting him aroused, then dropping a curtain 
on the show. 

There is a theory that your true female exhibitionist 
hates men. By exposing herself to a man, even while 
denying herself to him, she is displaying her contempt 
for the male, by letting him see what he can never possess. 
Could be. I was no head-shrinker. I was a secret agent 
with a job to do. 

Or rather, with a job I eau not reliquish. 

Excite Joey-boy. Exhaust Joey-boy. Extinguish Joey- 
boy. 

I sipped my scotch-on-the-rocks. I wondered what 
else the woman might have done. I tried to lose my own 
identity, to assume that of a married woman who had 
had three unsatisfactory husbands and wanted to mold a 
husky youth into the dream lover she had built up in her 
mind. 

My breasts were hard as stone, the dark brown nipples 
rigid. | looked down at them, then at Hoskins. His lips 
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were open; he was making little movements with his 
mouth. His eyes were glassy. I think, in his mind’s eye, he 
was seventeen years old again. 

The moving lips were a hint. I leaned toward him, offer- 
ing my left nipple. “Kiss it,” I told him. 

“Ahhhh,” he breathed, and leaned forward. 

The woman had taught him well. He would not move 
until given permission. His lips were soft, wet. They 
found a starburst of sensuality in my body and detonated 
it in a flare of reds and blues and greens. I whimpered to 
that drawing mouth, I felt my hips jerk. I wondered how 
long this could go on. The woman who had coached 
young Joey must have had greater staying powers than I 
did. I was ready to go out of my ever-loving mind. 

- I fought my body. I won, but it was close to an even 
draw. I caught his cheeks between my palms, directed his 
lips to my other breast. I drew his flushed face between 
my mounds and caressed him with their inner surfaces. 

Then I pushed him back and began running my hands 
over my breasts, letting him see what I was doing. I 
caught my nipples and squeezed them. I rubbed them. 
Apparently the woman teacher had done this too; becatse 
Joey was panting like a dog on a hot August day. 

The temptation came to chop down at his bull neck 
with the edge of my hand in a karate blow. I dared not 
risk it. He might come erupting out of this carnal coma 
in a murderous rage. I was in no condition to try out any 
judo holds, 

I ordered him to ease me out of my evening gown. He 
draped it over a chair without lifting his eyes from my 
body, naked except for the stockings, garterbelt and 
evening slippers. I moved across the carpeting, switched 
on the ship radio, dialed in some soft dance music. 
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We danced for a long time, Joey-boy in his boxer 
shorts, I in my garterbelt and stockings. From time to time 
he would lose control and crush me in this thickly 
muscled arms, moving in utter helplessness against my 
loins. The first time it happened, I slapped him. It was 
the proper medicine. He loved it. 

I told myself this foreplay frolic had to have an end. 
But how did I write finish to such a production number? 
In a bed, natch. But how to get us there? How long did 
the tease torture go on? If I were the married woman 
who had taken his cherry, what would I have done? I 
guess the answer was fairly obvious. 

After I had thought a while, I exclaimed, “The piston!” 

Joey-boy nodded drunkenly, slipping his hands to my 
buttocks and lifting me. My thighs spread wide apart, 
Upward I was hoisted in those powerful hands, poised 
and lowered right on target. The target filled my world. 
I began to moan. 

The hands lifted me, lowered me. I became a living part 
of the pumping piston. Up, down, up, down those hands 
went, carrying me right along with them. All I could do 
was hang there, suspended on those fingers, my thighs 
tight about his legs, my arms circling his neck. 

I siss-boom-bahhed a number of times. 

Then Hoskins was lowering me to the floor while 
sinking under me. He got down on his heels and his 
hands, facing upward, and I was a girl riding a dolphin, 
twisting and squirming, shaken this way and that by the’ 
arched body that was a muscular statue. Only a man with 
his superior physique could have held that pose so long. 
Over half an hour. 

“The sci-sci-scissors?” I whimpered. 

He looked a little surprised. “You could never stand 
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up to the scissors after riding the dolphin,” he muttered. 
Then he laughed, “Maybe you’ve toughened up a little, 
honey.” 

“Yeah,” I breathed. “I’ve toughened up.” 

He pushed me off. I was like a rag doll. He hung onto 
me while I lay on the floor carpeting on my left side. 
His left hand went to my right ankle and lifted my leg | 
straight up into the air. He slid across me at right angles 
to my torso. He thrust home and I was a human pair of 
shears about to cut a man in half. 

This position was a lot easier on us both. 

I think it was about dawn that I collapsed, absolutely 
knocked out. I just lay there like a bundle of old clothes, 
sound asleep. 

I opened my eyes to the opening and shutting of the 
cabin door. I was still more than half asleep. The il- 
lumination that came into the room from the companion- 
way light fixture seemed to be part of the dream in which 
I was a tilt board; Joe Hoskins was playing me and hitting 
the jackpot every time. I was aware of the door only 
dimly, like a nightmare closing in around me. 

I closed my eyes and slept on. 

Joey-boy had put his pajama pants on when he shook 
me awake a little after eleven next morning. “You missed 
breakfast, honey,” he grinned. “But never fear, Joey’s 
here.” . 

He had tipped a deck steward to fetch orange juice, 
ham and eggs, with hot coffee. I ate as though it was 
going out of style. Then I realized where I was. 

“Oooops! I didn’t go home last night,” I told him. 
“Now I'll have to go back with my evening gown on. 
People will know where I’ve been.” 

“And what you’ve been doing,” he nodded. 

We both started to laugh. 
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Joey-boy said, “I'll get dressed and go pick up a skirt 
and sweater from your cabin. And shoes, too. You won't 
want to look silly in evening slippers with casual wear.” 

This boy knew women, all right. I nodded, thinking 
how sad it was that he had to die. But then, all good 
things must come to an end, as the cliche has it. 

He was back in fifteen minutes. A strained look played 
around his eyes and lips. He looked as though he’d had a 
shock of some sort. I thanked him with a kiss—did he 
draw back away from me, or was that only my imagina- 
tion?—and then got dressed. 

I made a little bundle of my evening clothes and slipped 
out with a wave of my hand. I figured Joey-boy was 
pretty tired after last night. Suddenly, he looked as if he’d 
lost his last friend. I thought maybe he needed sleep. 

I needed sleep myself. I took a nap in my stateroom, 
a long dreamless slumber that made me fresh as milk 
squirting from the udder. Joe Hoskins and I would have 
ourselves a ball again tonight. Uncle Sam and my duty 
could wait another twenty-four hours. The President 
was perfectly safe with his would-be assassin on the high 
seas—with me. 


I chose an off-the-shoulder affair of black chiffon that - 


made me look like a queen. I put on a pearl necklace and 
my good pearl ring and went to find my date. 

I found him slopping up martinis in the first-class bar. 
He was half hung over, and J felt a cold anger. Liquor 
weakens a man sexually. I didn’t want a drunk slobbering 
over me this night. I wanted a seventeen-year-old boy 
who had been trained to take his time. 

He grinned at me lopsidedly. 

“You need food,” I snapped. “And black coffee.” 

His huge shoulders shrugged. 

I turned to the bartender. “Jimmy, a Rob Roy, sweet.” 
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When he put the drink in front of me, Jimmy said, 
“Too bad about that man who fell overboard early this 
morning, isn’t it?” 

“What man?” J asked. 

“Fellow who used to wear a madras jacket everywhere. 
Funny about his falling overboard, too. I never knew him 
to take a drink. But then, maybe he had a dizzy spell.” 

Maybe. And maybe not. I felt a sudden coolness in my 
belly. I didn’t dare look at Joe Hoskins. If he had not 
been with me all last night, I would have been. positive 
he had tossed my fellow L.U.S.T. agent over the’ side. 
The Rob Roy sweet slid down my throat, but it failed to 
warm me. Maybe I'd been too long without food. 

“Let’s go eat,” I said harshly, gripping my evening bag. 

There was a difference between us. Last night might 
never have been. This was a newness, an awareness, a 
sense of expectancy. We walked silently into the first 
class dining room. We ate baked stuffed lobster, we drank 
a tart white wine. We finished up with crepes Suzette.~ 

“Let’s go drink,” Joey-boy murmured. 

We drank in the bar for three, four hours. There was 
no time, only a stretching of a single long instant of wait- 
ing. We did not speak, not once. We sat there, staring 
into space or at the faces of other people. I wondered 
what the other people thought about us. But I didn’t care.) 

“Let's go breathe fresh air,” I said. 

We strolled the promenade deck, still not speaking, 

“We can see the stars better from the top deck,” he 
muttered. We went up the staircase to the top deck and 
stood staring at the stars. The wind walking the Pacific 
was cold. I shivered. I went to the rail and looked down 
at the swirling waters where the stars were reflected 
dimly. 

I put a hand on the rail. I turned to Joey-boy. 
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“What’s wrong between us?” I whispered. 

“This, you bitch!” 

He shoved something down between my breasts. Then 
his hands siezed me. He lifted me and pushed me over the 
railing. 


149 


Chapter Ten 


Luckily, my hand was still on the rail. 

It had fastened instinctively as he snarled at me and 
thrust that something down between my breasts. When 
he lifted me clear of the deck, my fingers clutched like a 
vise on that slim wooden rail-bar. 

The jerk of my body going overside tore my grip free 
of the railing, but not before my other hand had caught 
at a metal bar beneath the wooden one, and then another 
as my body slid down the side of the ship. I tried to press 
myself against the cold metal. I could hear the water 
gurgling below as the ship’s keel slashed the waves. 

I wanted to scream, but my throat was frozen in fright. 
I think Joey-boy figured I was going to screech, because 
I heard his feet beating out his panic along the deck 
planks. He wanted to be far away before that shriek came 
exploding from my lungs. 

He knew that, scream or not, I was going to let go my 
hold and drop into the Pacific. The Saigon Queen would 
continue its voyage, leaving me a drifting mote far be- 
hind its twin screws. Inside and hour, I would have 
drowned. 

I saw the lifeboats hanging in their davits, too far away 
to reach. I saw the deck below—the promenade—but it did 
did not jut out as it does on some ocean liners; its rail was 
flush with the side of the Saigon Queen. No help there. 

My fingers were slipping. In another instant I was going 
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to plummet downward. My throat unlocked. I screamed, 
a long shriek that rang in the cool night air. 

I wondered if Joseph Hoskins heard that swan song. 

My fingers let go. I dropped. 

I had pressed myself as flat as possible against the side 
of the ship so that I slid down it more than I fell away 
from it. As a result, I was reasonably close to the opening 
in the side that the promenade deck made. 

My legs are longer than my arms. I kicked out with 
them, aiming for the deck rail, trying for a scissors grip 
on it to stop my headlong flight. My ankle bumped the - 
rail and slid off. : 

I was upside down, staring into the swirling waters. I 
felt my foot slide from the rail-bar and—something grab- 
bed my foot. 

A voice bellowed for help. I blessed the late stayers-up 
who had to have one more turn about the deck before 
staggering off to bed. Bless the drinkers, too, because it 
was the drinkers who needed that last faceful of cool 
Pacific air to give them the necessary balance to make 
their cabin doors. 

More hands grabbed my leg. My evening gown skirt 
was draped around my shoulders so that my rescuer 
and/or rescuers had a marvelous view of the Drum body, 
stark naked except for the garterbelt and nylons, In this 
undignified position, I could lift my arms and put my 
palms on the part of the deck where it jutted just beyond 
the rail. 

The hands drew me up. I aided them by pushing 
against the railing bars. I came over the rail behind first. 
I could hear somebody saying, “What a waste it would 
have been if she’d drowned, poor thing.” 

I like a man with appreciation for the finer things in 
life. I turned and threw my arms about one of the men 
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and kissed him. I went to the others and kissed them, too. 
I didn’t care if the whole world watched. 
. Twas alive. And grateful. 

“You'll give the boys heart attacks if you don’t pull 
your clothes down, darling,” a very feminine voice mur- 
mured. 

I looked down. My evening gown was still twisted 
around my armpits. “Oh my!” I cried, and got all modest 
again. : 

“What happened?” somebody asked. 

“J had that extra Rob Roy when I shouldn’t have. I 
leaned against the rail. I lost my balance.” 

There was a lot of running around, with stewards and 
a deck officer or two trying to calm everybody and re- 
store order. This was fine by me. If I could prevent it, I 
didn’t want Joey-boy to know his little ruse had failed. 

I had dropped my evening bag over the rail when [I'd 
gone over myself, so the pursuer had to let me into my 
cabin with a master key. I thanked him profusely and 
promised never to drink so much again. 

When he left, I slipped a hand into my evening gown 
bodice and brought out that crumpled something that 
Hoskins had slipped between my breasts as he flung me 
over the railing. It was a small sheet of paper with scrib- 
bled words on it. ; 

I smoothed the paper out. The words read: 


Thanks for tip. Tried to speak to you but you were 
out. Will talk'to you about setting Hoskins up in 
the a.m. 


Oh, the Goddam idiot! No wonder Joey-boy had 
looked so strained when he came back to his cabin where 
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I'd been sprawled naked after our love bouts. No stupid 
yokel, he could add twos and threes. He must have 
guessed I was a L.U.S.T. agent, as he had tabbed the man 
in the madras coat. 

While I had been sleeping, he had slipped out of his 
cabin, killed my fellow agent and had thrown him over- 
board. He had come back ready to continue where he had 
left off with me. If I hadn’t complained about wearing my 
evening gown back to my cabin, Joey-boy would never 
have seen the note when he went to fetch my clothes and 
I would never have been thrown over the railing. 

I reached for my Wings valise, the special one L.U.S.T. 
had made for me. It held a kit of up-to-date burglar-tools 
and my trusty little Colt automatic. I slid them both into 
a large shoulder bag. If anybody saw me toting this bag 
while still in evening clothes, they would get the idea 
I'm not stylish. So I stripped off the evening gown and 
slid into a bloused sheath streaked in green. 

[left my cabin and walked swiftly toward Joey’s suite. 
Thad no way of knowing whether he was in his cabin. He 
might be sleeping soundly, he might be drinking his Pin- 
winnie, or he might be out at the bar getting sloshed. 

I opened his cabin door with a length of celluloid. I 
opened it very slowly, to a darkened room. I slipped in- 
side, closing the door behind me. I stood listening, 
scarcely breathing. 

Nobody home. I was all by my lonesome. 

Without touching a thing I went into the bedroom. I 
remembered where every article of furniture was placed. 
And the moonlight coming in the porthole etched enough 
of a silver radiance across the bed and little night table 
and chair to let me know that nobody had changed so 
much as a bedspread. 
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I took up my post alongside the bed, my Colt automatic 
naked in a hand. I would shoot Joseph Hoskins down like 
amad dog. 

Fifteen minutes later, I heard him open the hall door. 
He was humming to himself as, blind-drunk, he staggered . 
a path between the chairs and sofa in the lounge room. 
There was a thudding sound. I heard him curse. 

Then he was standing in the bedroom doorway. He 
teetered, then hiccuped. He was almost out on his feet. 
His hand fumbled along the wall for the light switch. 
Then he saw me, framed in the moonrays coming through 
the port hole. 

His eyes went wide. His mouth opened and he sobbed 
once, chokingly. 

“You c-came b-back,” he gurgled. “You’re—her ghost.” 

There was an abysmal terror on his face, terror such as 
a caveman might feel at some awesome manifestation of 
nature which he took for magic or the work of an angry 
god. His hand came up, pushing at the air before him, as 
if trying to brush me out of his line of vision. 

“You're d-d-dead. I k-killed you.” 

“T got lonesome, Joey-boy.” 

“No,” he whimpered. “No!” 

I shot him in the chest, right through the heart. The 
hell with the noise. I was L.U.S.T. He sagged back against 
the door jamb, a dark spot on his shirt front. 

I whispered, “You goofed, Joey. Ghosts can’t handle 
guns—and this is a L-U.S.T. gun zeroing in on you, You 
threw me over the rail—but you didn’t wait to see if I hit 
the water.” 

The Colt bucked again. A second hole, less than half an 
inch to the left-of the first one, appeared on his shirt. His 
legs went rubbery. He started to slide down on the 
wooden jamb. But he was still alive. 
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“You went and got drunk, because I guess you loved 
me after your fashion. You didn’t dare let me live because 


I might have threatened your safety. By rights I ought to. 


turn you over to L.U.S.T. alive. But I can’t do that. So 
the kindest thing to dois . . .” 

I put the muzzle close to his forehead and squeezed the 
trigger. I felt sick but I fought it, opening the port hole 
to breathe in cold sea air befeore I threw the Colt re- 
volver out, down into the ocean. 

I walked to the hall door. I opened it and slipped out 
into the hall. It was a little past three o’clock in the morn- 
ing. Almost everybody on the Saigon Queen was asleep. 

I ran for my cabin through a blur of tears. Sometimes 
it’s tough to be a spy. You meet a man you could love. 
You know he’s a real stinker—a killer whom it is your 
duty to destroy. So you do your duty and kill him. 

The mystery of his murder will never be solved, of 
course. We L.U.S.T. agents are too efficient for that. The 
weapon that killed Joey is at the bottom of the Pacific. 

I was safe again. 

And for the first time in years that night I cried myself 
to sleep. 
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writers. 


WIPE OUT THE BRIERLYS—Ernest Haycox 
King Merrick’s assignment was to kill! and kill! and 
kill! A Tower Western Classic. 


MURDER LAS VEGAS STYLE—W. T. Ballard 
Mark Foran, newest of the private ops—out-Harpers 
Harper. 


A RAGE WITHIN—March Hastings 
Three men made her three different women! 


THE LUCIFER MASK—Kathleen: Rich 
Death lay waiting for her like a crouching beast un- 


less she could uncover the wearer of The Lucifer 
Mask. 


GUNS OF FURY—Ernest Haycox 


He detested violence, but every punk gunman forced 
him to prove the speed of his gun. 
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WHY ARE THEY WATCHING US? 

—Allen Louis Erskine 
Sufficient evidence is available to prove that UFO's 
are not only real but might have a greater effect on 
our lives than anything man has yet experienced. 
Here is the result of 15 years of intensive investiga- 
tion. 


A TIME OF TORMENT—Jason Hytes 
An explosive novel of modern infidelity on the grand 
scale, by the author of “The Awakening.” 


THE LADY FROM L.US.T.—Rod Gray 
The world’s sexiest spy: When this lady tracks you 
down, it’s a pleasure to be caught. 


ONE WAY TICKET—Jason Hytes 

The author of “The Awakening,” whose name has 
sold over five million books, turns his scathing pen 
upon society’s sexual disintegration. 


THE DEFECTOR—Paul Thomas 

A Tower Espionage Classic, now a brilliant Seven 
Arts motion picture starring Montgomery Clift. 
Formerly: The Spy. 


BLOOD AND GOLD—Todhunter Ballard 
When the gold fever hit the town of Gopher, no 
man’s life was worth a plugged nickel. 


MISSION INCREDIBLE—Lawrence Cortesi 
Astounding! Impossible! Unbelievable! These words 
only begin to describe the feats of this bomber crew 
that flew the skies over the South Pacific during 
World War II. 


THE DECEIVERS—Lee Costigan 

A novel in name only . . .. The scorching story of 
TV's top producer—truth so close to the heartbreak 
and hoax behind the camera—you might even recog- 
nize the personalities. 


FIGHT OR DIE—Todhunter Ballard 
Ghost Merrill and hard fisted, hard fighting miners 
fight to the death in the old west. Originally: West- 
ward the Monitors Roar. 
THE SPY WHO CAME HOME TO DIE 

—lerry Weil 
Espionage and adventure in Franco’s Spain. 
BUSHWHACKED—Jeff Jeffries » 
The cattle barons wanted his rangeland, and they 
made him a good offer—his life! 
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43-847 THE DUNGEON—Mary Lee Falcon 60¢ 
She shuddered in fear with each footstep . . . ghosts 
of a violent past lurked in every shadow. 


43-848 THE TERROR ABOVE US—Malcom Kent 60¢ 
The most authoritative, most exciting Flying Saucer 
book on the market today! 


43-849 GROTESQUE SEX CRIMES—William Ruben 60¢ 
Documented case histories of the sexually obsessed 
psychopath. 


Please allow 3 weeks for aig orders. 
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Things really start io move when The Lady From L.U.S.T. 
once again goes. into action against the forces of evil. In The 
69 Pleasures,\t ird book in the country’s most popular new 
~ spy-spoof_ series, , Agent Oh Oh Sex, gorgeous super spy Eve 
© Drum, goes after, the monstrous Oriental crime cartel called 
D.R.A.G.O.N, Posing as an exotic dancer (and we'd like to 
see old James Bond try that), she grinds and bumps her way 
right into the middle of a dastardly Red Chinese plot to assas-~ 
sinate the President of the United States. Oh Oh Sex’s, orders 
are simple: kill the killers, even if you have to love them 10) 
_ death. Set: against a colorful Hong Kong background,-this swift: 
paced novel has just about everything: girls who do their best 
thinking in bed, headlong excitement, wild sex, hiss-able vil- 
lains, mad humor. By the time the world’s sexiest spy. gets 
through with the Far Eastern heavies, she has them wishing 
~ they were back baking poisoned fortune cookies for the Rus- 
_ sians. If you liked Lady from L.U.S.T. #1 and #2, you will flip : 
over The 69 Rese 
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